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DANCE HALL 


Girls were the stakes on this great 

gambling wheel, and for his last 

night on earth the detective was per- 
mitted to try his luck 


“TE man known as Victor Le- 
Blu, wanted for a score of 
crimes, stepped from his 
limousine into the path of the ap- 
proaching girl. 

‘‘T beg your pardon,”’ he said in 
his hoarse, curiously muffled voice. 
His quick eyes noted the strect was 
deserted. 


“What do you want?’’ She qua- 
4 


vered. Then she saw his mask. 
She started to scream. 

Hands clamped over her mouth. 
She stopped struggling as if para- 
lyzed with fear. Suddenly one of 
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The detective aimed. It was 
hard to draw a bead on 
Sally. 


She began to struggle then. Her 
movements only served to accentu- 
ate the beauty of her body. Breasts 
tumbled from the tatters of her 
clothing. Even in the murky glow 
of that dimly lighted street, even 
in the hideous terror of that mo- 
the , ; 3 ment, it was a body of breath-tak- 
a man’s hands swept downward, ing perfection. 
eae away the whole front of LeBlu spoke in his hoarse mut- 
T dregs, ter. ‘‘You. It is you I want. I need 
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you for my dance hall.’’ As he 
spoke, he cupped one rounded 
breast in a black gloved hand. It 
rested there like some jewel on the 
velvet of a display case. 

A man spoke from the dark in- 
terior of the ear. ‘‘The police, mas- 
ter. They are warned.’’ 

LeBlu laughed. He whipped 
eords fro1i his pocket for the 
cirl’s wrists, adhesive tape for her 
mouth. Almost before the sound of 
his evil langhter had died away he 
and the girl were in the back 
seat. The limousine pulled away 
silently. 

Victor LeBlu looked back. A 
long, powerful car swung around 
the corner, matching its speed to 
that of the sedan. He leaned for- 
ward and tapped the ape-like 
shoulder of the driver. 

A hairy hand pulled an ear 
phone from one ear. 

*“Well?”’ asked LeBlu. 

**It is as you said, master. De- 
tective Horn is in the car follow- 
ing us. The orders are for us to 
pass to our destination undis- 
turbed. All roads are closed in case 
the following car is lost.’’ 

Victor LeBlu nodded. ‘‘See that 
our friend Horn does not get lost, 
Axel.’’ 


HE chauffeur grunted, slipped 

the ear phone back into posi- 
tion. The car surged forward, 
keeping to semi-deserted streets 
on the way out of town. 

LeBlu turned his attention again 
to the girl. Above the cruel strip 
of adhesive tape her blue eyes 
stared at him piteously. Her hat 
had been lost in the scuffle and her 
blonde hair was tumbled around 
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her face. LeBlu brushed it back 
with a gloved hand that was de- 
ceptively gentle. He turned on an- 
other dome light. ‘‘The better to 
see you with, my dear,’’ came his 
ingratiating, hoarse whisper. 

She tried to writhe so that her 
body might be more covered. Her 
bound hands twisted. Her efforts 
were useless. LeBlu had ripped 
her garments too well. The round- 
ed, curving stomach, the lucious 
thighs rippled with the play of 
muscles beneath clear skin. Her 
breasts rose and fell with her 
frantic breathing. 

Victor LeBlu’s hand closed on 
her arm with a force that stopped 
all her movements. 

His hoarse voice carried a snarl 
of hate. ‘‘And as for you, Miss 
Detective Sally Morgan!’’ He 
watched her blue eyes open wide 
with surprise. ‘‘Of eourse, I know 
you! I know, too, that you were 
bait for a police trap. Notice I use 
the past tense? 

“‘You are still bait, but the situa- 
tion is changed! Through you, I 
will show the meddling police what 
they may expect from me. From 
me, Victor LeBlu!’’ 


| is THE pursuing car, Detective 

Jim Horn hunched over the 
wheel. His eyes were glued on the 
red and green tail-lights of the 
limousine. His ears were filled with 
half-heard orders from the police 
radio. From time to time he 
snapped a few terse words into his 
transmitter as the first car 
changed its course. 

Jim Horn was worried. 

This night marked the fruition 
of months of planning. Ever since 
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the abduction of the first girl the 
entire force had been looking for 
the mysterious kidnapers who 
chose only dancers for their vic- 
4ims—and never asked for ran- 
som! Fourteen such cases were 
on record. Fourteen young, beau- 
tiful dancers without family, who 
had disappeared as if the earth 
had swallowed them. 

Even the police had to admit 
they did not know how many 
others had been unreported. They 
had to admit they had absolutely 
no clue. They spoke of LeBlu. 

The newspapers scoffed at that, 
pointing out that every unsolved 
crime committed during the last 
few years had been laid to the door 
of that mysterious and, as they 
thought, mythical figure. 

Desperate, the police had hit 
upon a desperate plan. Sally Mor- 
gan, Follies dancer, had agreed. 
Jim Horn had objected at the time. 
He had known Sally nearly all her 
life, had kept an eye on her when 
her family died and she had to 
make her own way in the world. 
Sally laughed at his fears, had in- 
sisted on making the attempt to 
find her sisters of the foot-lights. 

Theoretically, Jim Horn should 
have been delighted at the success 
of the scheme so far. In spite of 
the skeptics at headquarters who 
had pointed out the number of 
girls in show business, and the im- 
Probability of a certain one being 
kidnaped, it had happened. 

et now, as Jim’s high-powered 
car burrowed through the night, he 
felt it had been entirely too easy. 
€ couldn’t put his finger on any- 
thing very definite, but something 
Was wrong. Things moved too 


smoothly. It was too simple—this 
trailing of a car with one red and 
one green tail-light! The abductor 
had been almost too brazen, as if 
he knew the police wanted him to 
Jead them to the spot where the 
other girls had been taken! 

Jim Horn’s lips set. He tried 
not to think what might have hap- 
pened to those girls, tried not to 
think of the girl who had been bun- 
died into that speeding limousine. 
He tried to give his whole atten- 
tion to his duties. 

Suddenly he slapped on the 
brakes. He had just reported his 
position so he could concentrate 
on the strange actions of the car 
ahead. 


T SLOWED, seemed about to 

come to a complete halt, and 
then swerved from the rain road 
to the right. Jim started speaking 
into his transmitter. His receiving 
set began a discordant buzzing, 
then broke into blaring jazz. The 
words of the police announcer 
could not break through that bar- 
rier of sound. 

Jim Horn told his position. He 
knew he was doing that in vain. 
Someone was broadcasting on the 
carefully guarded secret wave 
length the police had decided to 
use. Jim knew what that meant. 
The wave length had been changed 
every day, was not given out until 
the officers went on duty. It meant 
that the kidnapers were well in- 
formed. It meant— 

Jim Horn cursed. It meant a 
leak somewhere in the depart- 
ment. It might mean death to Sally 
Morgan. He did not think of him- 
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self, he, the only one who knew of 
this last turn-off! 


Jim Horn swung his ear from 
the road. He stopped long enough 
to toss a few articles from the car, 
then accelerated in pursuit of the 
limousine. 


For fully an hour the strange 
chase went on while the police 
radio emitted nothing but jazz. 
True, Jim tried many different 
wave lengths on his transmitter. 
Someone he knew would catch his 
signals. Yet there would be a 
delay——. 


The car ahead rumbled across a 
bridge. Now Jim could catch the 
tang of salt air in his nostrils. He 
started across the bridge slowly. 
His foot jammed down hard on 
the throttle. The car fairly leaped 
across timbers that were shaking 
now as if in a high wind. The whole 
bridge jumped and swayed. 

His front wheels hit hard road 
just as the structure slipped into 
the river with a grinding crash of 
timbers. Rear wheels ground into 
soft earth, spun—then caught. The 
car seemed to be clawing for a 
foothold. Slowly, slowly, it began 
slipping backward. A patch of 
gravel gave it impetus. It lurched 
to the roadbed, stopped in safety. 


Jim Horn mopped his forehead. 
He turned to look back at the 
wreckage which had so nearly been 
his grave. 


Horn sensed rather than saw the 
shadowy figures darting toward 
him from either side. His fingers 
closed on his service thirty-eight 
just as a blackjack caught him on 
the temple. 


ORN lay motionless for a while 
after he recovered conscious. 
ness. Hearing no sound, he ven- 
tured to open his eyes to slits. A 
preliminary survey convinced him 
that he was alone in the small, bril- 
liantly lighted room. 

He swung his stocky body to a 
sitting position. He stifled a groan, 
fought down nausea. His head was 
whirling like a top. His teeth sunk 
into his lip. His grey eyes glared 
redly from his face. The pallor of 
his skin emphasized his heavy 
beard. 

Horn never had laid any claims 
to beauty. Now the streak of blood 
down one side of his usually good- 
natured face gave him an espe- 
cially villainous look. Still in his 
middle thirties, his years on the 
force gave him the appearance of 
greater age. 

There wasn’t much in the room 
to see. The bare walls, ceiling and 
floor were white. The only article 
of furniture was the bed on which 
he had been stretched out. It was 
clamped in place. 

““Humph,’? Horn muttered. 
**T’m not even tied. Looks like no- 
body’s much afraid of my getting 
away.’’ Unconsciously he had 
spoken aloud. 

“Quite right, my friend Detec- 
tive Horn. Quite right.’’ The 
hoarse voice seemed so close that 
Jim jumped. 

‘“Vietor LeBlu!”’ he snapped. 

‘““By my voice—you know me. It 
is pleasant to be so famous.”’ 

‘‘Yeah,’’ snapped Horn. ‘‘Some 
day we’ll know you so well you’ll 
take a squat on the hot seat.’’ 

‘‘Perhaps,’’ came’ the unruftfled 
voice. ‘‘But you at least will not 
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Her struggles ; PY, iui odie oy 
only accentuated : as 
her beauty. 


be present at that unfortunate oc- around the room, trying to find the 
Surpenca.” source of the voice. His muscles 
; You never can tell,’ Jim re- were knotted with his desire to 
orted. His eyes were flicking spring on LeBlu. 
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“You cannot get at me,’’ Victor 
continued. ‘‘You cannot see me, 
you can only hear. I take the ad- 
vantage. I know every move you 
make.’’ 

Horn stretched back onto the 
bed. ‘‘ All right. Maybe you’d like 
to sing me a lullaby.’’ 

‘‘Before you go to sleep—and it 
may be a deep, deep sleep, I should 
warn you that you are in a gas 
chamber. One push of a button on 
the control board beside me and 
you—well, you can guess.”’ 

Horn yawned. ‘‘I don’t like 
guessing games,’’ he said. 

“And your little friend, Miss 
Morgan? What of her? Will you 
think of her as you drop off into a 
last sleep?’’ 

Jim sat up again. ‘‘Damn you,”’ 
he said flatly. 

‘*Exacetly,’’ chuckled LeBlu. 

Horn thought. ‘‘Well—what’s 
on your mind? You aren’t keeping 
me from—from my rest, just to 
pass the time of day.”’ 

“‘Quite right. Before I go any 
further I should warn you of one 
thing. Doubtless you left some 
word or sign when you turned off 
the road, just before the radio be- 
eame so unfortunately blurred. 

‘“Please do not count on that to 
bring aid here. You remember the 
bridge that so strangely collapsed? 
Well, it is properly guarded now 
by workmen. County employees— 
at least they look like county em- 
ployees—with red lanterns and 
everything. They will report that 
no car has passed this way. 

“*You understand? Your friends 
éan cruise around all night with- 
vut locating this place. It is well 
hidden. You understand?’’ 


IM HORN did understand. Po. 

lice cars approaching the fallen 
bridge would be turned back. Why 
should they imagine their quarry 
had crossed? Probably the one 
road by which this place could be 
reached was blocked. ‘‘I under. 
stand,’’ he said. 

‘“Good! You must die, of course. 
That is certain. But I am in a lib. 
eral mood tonight. You must die, 
you and Miss Morgan, so that your 
bodies may be shipped back to 
headquarters. But I am willing to 
grant you an evening’s entertain- 
ment first. Perhaps even with the 
charming Miss Morgan.’’ 

“Tf what?’’? Horn wanted to 
know. 

“Tf you will not create a dis- 
turbance among my guests.’’ 

Horn stood up. ‘‘Sounds easy,’’ 
he admitted. ‘‘What’ve I got to 
lose?’’ He kept all emotion from 
his face, yet one ray of hope re- 
mained to him. ‘‘When do we 
start?’’ , 

“Right now, 
said. 

Horn whirled around to face the 
ape-like chauffeur. 

‘You will notice’? TLeBlu’s 
voice continued, ‘‘that Axel wears 
no mask. Jf the faces of the rest 
of my guests are covered, do not 
imagine that it is because I fear 
your escape. Oh, no. There are 
other reasons, as you shall see. 
Now please follow Axel.’’ 

Horn followed the chauffeur 
through the panel. 

He was ready for almost any- 
thing but what he saw. A short 
corridor led from the gas-chas- 
ber. It opened on a large, high- 
ceilinged room softly illuminat 


*? a guttural voice 


ghting. A modernis- 

and chromium bar, 

™ ern tables and chairs, 
ed one end of the room. 

At first glance it was a peace- 

. Men were lean- 


iy jndirect li 


scene 
~ ae the bar, men occupied 
ea of the tables. They were 


Those faces! 
Jough as he was, Jim Horn 


shuddered. Every head was bald, 
mis-shapened, huge. Eyes seemed 
get too far back in those strange 
heads. Cheekbones and foreheads 
traded or receded horribly. 
Horn sucked in a deep breath. 
He remembered LeBlu’s remarks 
ebont masks. These grotesque 
things were merely coverings fit- 
timg over the tops of each man’s 
head, covering eyes and nose, but 
leaving the mouth free. Certainly 
RO one could ever be recognized! 
Ne wonder they felt free to talk 
gad drink with one another! 
Born walked over to a table, sat 
and helped himself to a copl- 
Os drink from a bottle. He 
bee and had another. He felt 


“Gentlemen”? Th - 
Btu's Voice. scale 
“This time Horn could see the 


Smmplifier. He stared at it as if he 
@eald discover some inkling of 
bala’ whereabouts 

men,’’ LeBlu contin- 
bed. “We have with us this eve- 
ng & Visitor, A detective.” 

ike Bramble which had greeted 


announcement rose to a 


- Certainly that sound left 


Horn in no doubt as to his popu- 
larity here. Everyone was glarmg 
at him. The detective returned 
those glares coolly. He counted 
seventeen men. 


EBLU demanded silence, “Of 
course our friend shall not live 
to see the day. But I thought we 
might add a spice to our usual en- 
tertainment. You see, he is a dear 
friend of the new addition to our 
dance hall. I propose we give him 
a first shot—. Give him a chance to 
win the right of spending his last 
hours with his lady. What do you 
say, gentlemen?’’ 

Apparently the idea appealed to 
the perverted fancies of those as- 
sembled. Jt all sounded like Greek 
to Horn, but he was willing to do 
anything for a chance to see Sally, 
willing to prolong indefinitely that 
time when he must—. He shook 
his head resolutely. No use think- 
ing of that. He wasn’t dead yet. 

LeBlu continued. ‘‘I take it you 
agree. Give him a rifle. Let the 
dancing wheel be lowered!’’ 

Horn couldn’t believe his ears. 
‘Give him a rifle?”’ If they did—! 

He didn’t have time to specu- 
late. He just stared. 

One end of the room was mnder- 
going a transformation. The 
‘“wheel’’ was being lowered. Once 
again that horrid sense of famil- 
iarity came to Horn. This wheel 
was like those he had seen so often 
in booths at carnivals. He could 
almost hear the voices of the bark- 
ers, ‘‘Step up, gents, and try your 
luck. Hit the lucky number. Win 
your prize, gents. Step up and 
win your prize.”’ 

Jim Horn clenched his hands. 
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Perspiration trickled down inside 
his collar. This certainly was no 
earnival. 

The huge wheel, measuring at 
least twelve feet in diameter, was 
divided into sections. In each sec- 
tion was a woman. 

Gay streamers of gauzy mate- 
rial were their only covering. 
Flimsy drapes that fluttered and 
moved in some weird breeze. 
Silken banners that hid, or re- 
vealed, each woman’s body from 
time to time. 

Jim Horn swore. 

Ten nearly nude women were 
fastened there. He got the impres- 
sion of gleaming bare skin that 
matched in texture the revealing 
streamers. Bare breasts, thighs, 
shapely limbs. A ‘‘fortune’’ wheel 
—with women as the prizes! 

He saw Sally Morgan. 

She, like the rest, was tied 
spread-eagle in position on the 
wheel. She, too, was covered only 
by the ever-moving draperies. The 
pallor of her face, the sweetness of 
her body, displayed a fury to Jim 
Horn that left him cold as ice. 
When he spoke, his voice seemed 
to come from a distance. 

‘* And now what?’’ 

LeBlu’s voice answered. ‘‘You 
will be given a rifle. When the 
wheel is revolving, you will fire. 
You will have as a companion for 
your last hours on earth, the wom- 
an you hit!’’ 


HE enormity of the suggestion 
nearly drove Horn into a mani- 
acal fury that would not have 
stopped save with his death. He 
fought for control. He had to keep 
cool. He had to save Sally some 
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way! He—he was her only ho,, ‘ 
And if there was no hope jt i 
better that she die from a ac 
bullet—. . 

The ‘‘rifle’’? was thrust i : 
hands. mt hig 

Even though he should have Sus 
pected, Horn glared at the toy be 
held. It was a species of airgun 
which fired a stick with a Vacuum 
rubber end. It would stick to what. 
ever it hit. It would stick—to some 
unharmed woman. 

Horn ground his teeth anq 
stepped forward to the spot Axe| 
designated. He tried to smile re. 
assuringly at Sally. His hands 
clenched fiercely on the miniature 
gun when she smiled bravely in 
return. 

The wheel began to revolve. 

At first it moved slowly. Gradu- 
ally the bodies, heads, limbs, 
breasts and arms of the women 
became an indistinct blur of gleam- 
ing flesh and gay streamers. 

*‘Shoot!’’? snapped Axel. 

Jim Horn went through the 
motions of raising the flimsy thing 
to his shoulder. He aimed, trying 
to follow the streamers colored 
like those Sally had been wearing. 
He pulled the trigger. 

The wheel slowed down. 

Slowly, slowly, each woman be- 
came distinct again. Jim Hor» 
was dizzy with trying to follow its 
revolutions, trying to see where 
his missile had gone. He had some 
little idea of the torture those te” 
women underwent each time that 
dancing wheel was spun! 

The wheel stopped. 

Jim’s eager eyes found Sally. 
His glance swept her from palé 
face to feet. There was no rubbe!- 


ed stick adhering to her body. 
grat Detective Horn wins number 
17 came LeBlu’s voice again. 
then did Horn notice his 4 


missile fastened to the skin of a 
voluptuous black-headed woman. 

He snapped a curse. ‘‘Sally!”’ 
he snarled. ‘‘1’m coming for you, 
Sally! I’m—’’ 

That was as far as he got. The 
whole world, the planets, and all 
the constellations seemed to de- 
scend on his head. 


E COULDN’T have been out 

more than a few seconds. He 
was conscious when they half car- 
ried him from that room, back 
through the corridor. They went 
far down that long hallway. A 
door opened. 


With his own hands he lifted 
Sally from the wheel. 
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Jim tried then to make some sort 
of a fight. He could only stagger 
limply across the room. He sank 
down in a luxurious ehair. Black- 
ness came again for a few mo- 
ments. 

A persistent voice was calling, 
‘‘Jim Horn! Detective Jim 
Horn!’? 

He struggled to his feet, only 
half conscious, still trying to find 
some face to crunch with his balled 
fist. 


“(Jim Horn!’’ 
peated. 


the voice re- 


By its insistence it eleared the 
detective’s head. His eyes, which 
had been glazed, began to focus 
again. He made out the figure of 
the dark-haired woman. She was 
sitting upright on the bed. Her 
body was half hidden by the silken 
coverings. 


‘‘Jim Horn,’’ she repeated. Her 
face was strained, yet she man- 
aged to keep that even quality in 
her voice. A sane, even quality. 


Horn grunted, shook his head. 
“‘T’m all right now, sister.’’ He 
didn’t waste any more time on her 
then. He raced around the room 
looking for some possible exit. 
There was a narrow slip of a win- 
dow, and apparently no door at 
all. Jim stopped before the win- 
dow. It was heavily barred and 
too small to permit passage of a 
human body even if it had not 
looked down on a sheer rocky cliff 
that fell into the sea. Heavy surf 
boiled at its foot. 


“It’s no use, Jim,’’ the woman 
said. ‘‘You can’t get out. The door 
can be opened only from the out- 
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side. It is that third panel.’’ She 
pointed. 

Jim Horn hurled his bulk acros, 
the room. The panel gave but diq 
not break. Jim only made the one 
effort—then. He reeled back anq 
sat down beside the woman. 

“You’re Vera Travers, aren 
you?”’ 

The woman smiled wryly. “] 
was,’’ she said. “I’m number 
seven—now. I have been here fop 
several weeks — years—I don’t 
know how long.”’ 

‘*Well, Vera,’’ said Jim, ‘‘yoy 
may be out tonight!’’ 

She looked at him. She laughed 
bitterly. ‘‘Not a chance,’’ she said. 
She moved a trifle closer. The cov- 
erings slipped down to her waist. 
She raised her soft arms plead- 
ingly. Her breasts, the tempting 
warmth of her body and lips were 
very close and very enticing. 

‘“*You haven’t a chance, Jim,” 
she said softly. ‘‘I know. In a few 
hours they will come for you. You 
will die then. Why not spend your 
last few hours pleasantly? For the 
first time I will accept a man— 
willingly. We—we ten girls talked 
it over when we learned—what 
was to happen. We agreed to make 
your last hours—happy. Come 
closer to me, Jim. Kiss me—. For- 
get everything else in the short 
time you have. Kiss me, Jim——- 

One of the man’s hands strayed 
toward the woman as if moving 
with life of its own. Vera trem 
bled as his fingers caressed het 
gently. ; 

Yet when Horn spoke his voi 
was low, unconcerned with every: 
thing save his question, ““Did—a 
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Sally agree to what you have just 
said?”’ 

‘Yes. Of course. She knew. 
She wanted you—. What in the 
world are you doing?”’ 


ORN had jumped to his feet. 

He ripped off the silk cover- 
ings, leaving Vera only a sheer 
sheet. He pulled the stuffing from 
the easy chair. He pulled up the 
grass rugs. In a short time that 
room looked as if a cyclone had 
struck it. And all the wreckage 
was piled against one wall. A 
wooden wall! 

‘¢+What—what are you going to 
do?”’? Vera asked. For the first 
time there was a quaver in her 
voice. 

“Listen, Vera, how long does 
that shooting usually take down- 
stairs?’’ 

‘A long time. You see, the men 
bid for the right to shoot next. 
They are all as wealthy as they 
are depraved. LeBlu must make a 
fortune from this place. And the 
new girls—the ones he abducts 
from time to time—bring the high- 
est prices. You understand?”’ 

Jim nodded grimly. His hands 
opened and closed. ‘‘There were 
only ten,’’ he reminded. 

Vera nodded. ‘‘Some die. Some 
kill themselves—. You—can— 
guess——..’? She shuddered, hid 
her face in her hands. 

“Where does this Victor LeBlu 

ide out?”’ 

“T don’t know. One of the girls 
Says there is a little room just 
above the bar. It is built into the 
wall.’ 


““O. K. Now listen. I’m going 


to set fire to this dump. There are 
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probably a hundred police cars 
within fifty miles of here. They’ll 
see the blaze and they’ll investi- 
gate.’? Horn laughed grimly. 
“They'll be glad to have some- 
thing to look into if I know my 
coppers. You get the idea?’’ 

“‘ After you set fire to this room, 
then what? You going to stay in 
here and roast?”’ 

‘““No. I can break that door 
down. Probably we won’t get far, 
but at least we’ll have a run for 
our money.”’ 

Vera considered. ‘‘We haven’t 
been up here very long. I doubt if 
there’s been another shot made 
yet.”’ She shrugged her shoul- 
ders. ‘‘All right. Light your bon- 
fire.”’ 

Horn struck the match. ‘‘This 
place ought to go up like tinder. 
The walls here are old as time.”’ 

Vera shuddered. ‘‘I hope so,’* 
she muttered strangely. 

Horn came back and sat down on 
the bed. ‘‘We’l] wait until it really 
catches before we break out. We 
don’t want it put out.’’ He watched 
the flames eagerly. They licked up 
greedily and with surprisingly 
little smoke. Yet in a few seconas 
the air in the room was choking. 


Horn coughed. ‘‘Maybe we’d 
better go now,’’ he suggested. 
““You get up and be ready to run 
when I break down the door.’’ 

‘*Good-by,’’ said Vera calmly. 
“‘T’m not going anywhere.”’ 

Horn stared at her. ‘‘What do 
you mean ?’’ 

She threw back the clinging 
sheet, with no thought of the 
allurements such motions dis- 

(Continued on page 96) 
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T WAS raining, and I was in a 
hurry. I was in my coupe, get- 
ting ready to pull out from the 

curb, when Sammy Weissmann 
hopped on my running board and 
poked his head inside the ear. 

T didn’t like Sammy Weissmann. 

He was fat; he was greasy; and he 
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smelled of garlic. In his day he’d 
been one of MHollywood’s ace 
agents; had handled the business 
of plenty of stars and near-stars. 
But in recent months he’d hit the 
skids. Now he was breathing gar- 
lic in my kisser and saying, ‘‘Lis- 
ten, Dan Turner. I’ll give you a 
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Those necklaces 
were as effective as 
a headman’s axe. 
To pierce their se- 
cret Dan Turner 
finds his way into 
the house of miss- 

ing girls 


Even as I 

watched, the 

masked 

man threw 
@ switch. 


a 


h a 
undred clams to find Lorna Me- 
ee for me.”’ 
ae ann my head and said, ‘‘No 
P; Sammy. I’m taking a little 


vacation from the sleuthing busi- 
ness.’’ 

Sammy said, ‘‘But, damn it, 
man, you’ve got to find her for me! 
I need her! N-D-N Studios have 
agreed to cast her in a swell role. 
It means dough in my pocket—and 
God knows I can use it! But Lorna 
MeFee’s disappeared off the face 
of the earth!’’ 
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‘‘She’ll probably turn up in a 
day or so,’’ I told him. ‘‘Maybe 
she’s out on a bender. Give her a 
chance to sober up.”’ 

Sammy said, ‘You know 
damned well Lorna McFee isn’t 
that sort!’’ He glared at me in- 
dignantly. 


S A MATTER of fact, he was 

right. Lorna McFee was a cute 
little brunette who’d recently be- 
gun to make a rep for herself in 
pictures. There was no trace of 
scandal in her private life. She 
didn’t drink, didn’t smoke, didn’t 
run around promiscuously. But, 
hell! Looking for a missing dame 
in Hollywood is like trying to find 
a drop of butter in a kettle of boul- 
ing lard. 

Several obscure film cuties had 
dropped out of sight recently; and 
Lorna MeFee was just another 
name added to the list, as far as I 
was concerned. Besides, Sammy 
‘Weissmann had offered me only a 
hundred berries. It wasn’t enough 
—and I knew he couldn’t afford 
more. 

So I slipped into reverse and 
gunned my engine. I said, ‘‘Sorry, 
Sammy. Be seeing you.”’ 

He had to scram off my running 
board to keep from having the keel 
of his pants scraped by the fender 
of an adjoining parked car. I 
heard him yell, ‘Damn vou, Tur- 
ner—I’ll fix you for this!’’ He 
sounded plenty sore. He had a 
nasty temper anyhow. 

I headed for Santa Monica 
Boulevard through the afternoon 
traffic. I was on my way to spend 
an evening with Jeff Truman, the 
extinct Western star. Once in a 


while Jeff and I got together for a 
little Seotch-fest. I hked to drink 
with him because his capacity was 
the same as mine. We both usually 
passed out at the same moment, so 
that neither of us had to stay 
awake and listen to the other one 
snoring. 

Jeff Truman had a beach house 
in an isolated section beyond Pa- 
cific Palisades, where he lived the 
year around. He hadn’t worked 
in pictures for a long time. Con- 
tract trouble; all the studios had 
abolished him. Which struck me as 
a damned shame, because Jeff 
could out-ride, out-shoot, and out- 
act most of the he-men on the 
screen. 

After a while I hit the town of 
Santa Monica and headed up the 
Coast Highway. And then things 
began to happen. 

As a Hollywood private dick, 
I’ve heard of nudists and seen 
plenty of nuts. But nudists usually 
do their nuding in the good old 
summertime. They don’t ordi- 
narily go running across a rain- 
drenched strip of deserted beach 
in the middle of December, minus 
every stitch of clothing. Not even 
in Southern California. December 
in Southern California gets pretty 
damned cold. 

Therefore, I decided, the dame 
who came racing stark naked 
toward me through the storm- 
soaked twilight must be bughouse. 

But she didn’t look serewy. She 
just looked scared as hell. As she 
got closer I saw that she was either 
a Chink or a Jap—anyhow, am 
Asiatic of some sort. She was 
young, and she was plenty good- 
looking. Her rounded little breasts 
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were too solid to jounce very much 
as she ran; and her ivory body was 
slender without being skinny. 

She wasn’t wearing a cockeyed 
thing except a silvery necklace of 
gome sort. And a necklace isn’t 
much protection when the ther- 
mometer is down around forty and 
the clouds are pouring potfuls of 
rain all over creation’s deck. 


I SLAPPED on my brakes and 
took a good gander at the gal. 
Naked Oriental women racing 
across deserted beaches aren’t ex- 
actly numerous; and I’ve got my 
share of natural curiosity. The 
almond-eyed dame’s wet black hair 
streamed out behind her lke a 
dark banner; and when she spot- 
ted me in my jalopy she let loose 
an ear-splitting beef and swerved 
across the beach toward me. 

I said, ‘‘What the hell!’’ and 
nose-dived out of my hack, forget- 
ting to pick up my automatic ros- 
coe which was on the seat along- 
side me. I could see that the Ori- 
ental frail was in trouble. She was 
running away from something that 
had scared the wadding out of her. 

Her foot prints were crimson 
blotches in the wet sand, as though 
her feet had been lacerated by the 
sharp rock-partieles. She swaved, 
tottered as she ran; and her trail 
led back toward a pretentious 
beach house near the ocean. 

I recognized the house. It had 
deen the summer home of Sammy 

eissmann, the agent who had 

ung to my running board back in 
ollywood an hour before. But 
a Sheriff had taken the place 
ay from Sammy. Money trouble. 
he slant-eyed cutie was near 
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me now. And she was yelling her 
lungs out. I couldn’t see anybody 
chasing her; but my hand dived 
for the .32 automatic I always ear- 
ry in a shoulder-holster. Then I 
remembered I’d left the roseoe in 
my coupe. 

Before I could spin around to 
get it, something happened. The 
Oriental dame stiffened in her 
tracks. Her hands went to that 
silvery necklace around her ivory 
throat. She clawed at the thing— 
tried to unfasten it. And then I 
noticed that the necklace was be- 
ginning to glow like a blue halo! 

It seemed to be sputtering and 
spitting sparks. A puff of wind 
drifted toward me, bearing a wisp 
of smoke. 

I smelled it. It was the odor of 
roasting flesh! 

I’ve watched plenty of hoods 
getting blisters put in their pants 
in the electric chair. I know the 
characteristic, sickening odor. 

I started running like hell 
toward the slant-eyed dame. But 
she didn’t have a chance. I couldn’t 
have saved her if I’d been Buddha. 
Before I could reach the girl, the 
blue-crackling necklace was an eye- 
blinding cirele of luminous fire. 
The girl went down, writhing. And 
then her head fell off. 

It rolled almost to my feet. Its 
almond eyes stared up at me and 
blinked, horribly. Reflex muscular 
action, of course. The severed 
head didn’t bleed; neither did the 
decapitated corpse. Seared, roast- 
ed flesh doesn’t bleed, any more 
than a well-cooked steak. 


STOOD there for a paralyzed 
instant, feeling sick. I had seen 


22 


SPICY DETECTIVE STORIES 


death strike from nowhere, and I 
was plenty dazed. Then I heard a 
roaring sound behind me. 

TY whirled around. And then I 
jumped. My jalopy was a raging 
inferno of flames. Something told 
me to duck. I did. I was just in 
time. I went flat on my smeller in 
the sand, just as the fire reached 
my car’s gas-tank. There came a 
pfoof! and a hell of a roar. That 
was my last seven gallons of ethyl 
all going off at once. 

A cupful of the stuff smacked 
me in the arm, set fire to my sleeve. 
I rolled in the sand to put it out. 
Then I felt a single hell-hot spot 
of pain on the calf of each of my 
legs, under my trousers. 

I slapped at myself, yanked up 
my pants-legs. The metal clasps 
of my garters were blackened, 
melted; and there were great big 
blisters on my flesh, as if I’d been 
broiled. 

All of a sudden I was glad I 
didn’t have any loose change in 
my pockets; glad I’d left my keys 
and my roscoe in my coupe. Be- 
cause I suddenly realized that if 
1’d had any great amount of metal 
on me, I’d have been charred to a 
cinder. Somehow, from nowhere, 
the rain-murky dusk was charged 
with high-voltage electricity ... 
and the death-dealing juice had hit 
the Asiatic girl’s metal necklace, 
burned her head off her shoulders! 
Also, it had melted my jalopy into 
a crumpled mass of molten tin. 

I got a grip on myself and stag- 
gered to my pins. I looked around 
me, trying to get my bearings. I 
needed a drink in the worst way— 
but my bottle of Vat 69 was in the 
burning wreck of my coupe. And I 


wouldn’t go that near hell for a 
drink, no matter how thirsty I 
was! 

I started running up the high- 
way through the gathering gloom. 
Behind me, the burning flames of 
my hack painted the dusk with 
leaping, hellish crimson light. I 
raced around a bend in the de- 
serted road, there the Palisades 
jutted out. And then I saw Jeff 
Truman’s little house. 

It was a comfortable bungalow. 
A light glowed in the living-room 
window. T hammered hell out of 
my knuckles on the front door. 
After a while it opened. Jeff Tru- 
man stood there, munching a 
salami sandwich which would add 
a little more to the belly-pod he 
was already beginning to accumu- 
late. 

Jeff said, ‘‘For God’s sake! 
Sherlock Holmes in person. Why 
didn’t you let me know you were 
coming? And where in hell have 
you been?’’ 

I said, ‘‘ You guessed it, Jeff. I 
just came from hell. It’s down the 
road about a quarter of a mile.’’ 

Jeff Truman stared at me sus- 
piciously. ‘‘You’re drunk. You 
didn’t play fair. You got a head 
start on me!’’ he complained. 

I said, ‘‘I’m not drunk. Some- 
thing just set fire to my go-buggy. 
And the same something electro- 
cuted a Chink dame. She was run- 
ning across the beach, mother- 
naked. A shot of juice hit her and 
roasted the head off her shoul- 
ders!”’ 

Jeff Truman grinned. ‘‘What 
about the vermilion turtles and the 
purple elephants?”’ 

I blew my breath in his pan to 
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prove I wasn’t tanked up. ‘‘For 


, Smok e fron a 

God’s sake, get serious!’’ I told ha pis hie T ie} 
him. ‘‘Let me at your phone. The — smelled roasting 
fs Se rr 2 

county cops have got to be noti- ‘ 10) 
fied.”’ ty 


He said, ‘‘Take it easy, Turner. 
Wait till I get a raincoat. I want 
to see this decapitated cadaver be- 
fore we start calling for the cops.”’ 
He crammed his sandwich into his 
face, grabbed a slicker, slipped 
into it. Then the pair of us lammed 
for the road. 


WE ROUNDED that jutting 
bend. My jalopy was just a 
twisted heap of red-glowing junk 


by that time, and there was no 

more daylight. Jeff Truman said, 
ell, you were right about your 

‘ar burning up. But where’s the 

naked corpse?”? 

" Right over here!”? I told him. I 


ed him to the yxot. And then I 
Bald, ‘For God’s sake!’’ 


The naked Chinese girl’s body 
had disappeared! 

There was no sign of it; no trace 
of the severed head. Furthermore, 
there were no footprints around 
the spot—except my own! 

‘*So she picked up her head, fas- 
tened it on with a hatpin, and flew 
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through the air like a bird!’’ Jeff 
Truman grinned at me. 

‘Good God, man!’’ I rasped at 
him. ‘‘There’s been a murder 
here—and you crack bum jokes!’’ 
T grabbed his arm, dragged him a 
little farther. ‘‘Look!’’ I said. 
‘“‘There’s the dame’s naked foot- 
prints in the sand!’’ I hauled out 
my flashlight, snapped it on. 

Jeff Truman looked. Then he 
cut loose with a laugh. ‘‘Those 
aren’t human footprints, you 
dope!l’’ he chuckled. ‘‘Have an- 
other squint!’ 

I did. And then I saw that the 
marks weren’t human. It was as if 
they’d been made by an animal of 
some sort. A pretty big animal, 
maybe, but not a human animal. 

I said, ‘‘ Jeeze! Maybe I’m going 
nuts!’ 

““You’ve been seeing things. 
You need a drink,’’ Jeff Truman 
said. ‘‘Come on back to the 
house.’’ 

I hesitated. Then I said, ‘‘Lis- 
ten, Jeff. Have you got a rod?”’ 

He looked at me. ‘‘A gun? Yes. 
At the house. Why?’’ 

“‘T want to borrow it,’’ I told 
him. ‘‘Mine got burned up when 
my car caught fire.’’ 

‘Going to shoot somebody?” he 
asked me jocularly. I could see 
that he still didn’t believe my story 
about that Chink dame. 

I said, ‘‘No. I’m not going to 
shoot anybodv—unless I have to, 
But I’m going to do some investi- 
gating. I’m going to that beach 
house where the Asiatic girl came 
from—Sammy Weissmann’s old 
place. I’m going to ask questions!”’ 

He shrugged. ‘‘You’re being a 
damned fool, Turner. Why not ad- 
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mit that you had a hallucination 
and let it go at that?’’ 

I said, ‘‘Hallueination, hell! [| 
know what I saw!’’ 

‘‘Okay,’’ he answered me, in a 
tone that indicated he doubted my 
sanity. 

We went back to his place, and 
while he went into his bedroom to 
dig me up a roscoe I stayed in the 
living-room and downed three 
stiff hookers of Seoteh. Then Tru- 
man came in and handed me a big 
Colt’s .44 the size of a young can- 
non. 

I jammed the gun into my pocket 
and started for the door. Jeff Tru- 
man followed me. I looked at him 
and said, ‘‘Where do you think 
you’re going?”’ 

‘With you,’’ he answered. 

‘‘Nix. This is my party,’’ I told 
him. ‘*You stay here. If I’m not 
back in an hour, phone the cops.” 

He gave me an argument. But I 
finally talked him out of going with 
me. And then his front door-bell 
rang. 


EFF answered the summons, 1 

looked over his shoulder—and 
saw a girl standing on the porch. 
She was a brunette; and, Lord, 
what a brunette! She was diminu- 
tive, she was young, and she had 
everything. 

Curling tendrils of coal-dark 
hair peeped from beneath her 
rain-wet little hat. Her eves were 
deep, black, slumbrous pools of 
dormant passion. Her poppy-cat- 
mine lips brimmed wiih unspe? 
kisses. And her body— 

Well, she was wearing an oil- 
skin slicker; but it didn’t conceal 
the lilting symmetry of her delt- 
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gieus curves. Her breasts were 
twin arrogant prominences, high 
and firm. They made my fingers 
tingle with desire to caress them. 
_,. The slicker hit her around the 
knees, and I caught a glimpse of 
orgeous, chiffon-sheathed legs 
that had me ga-ga. 

In that first brief instant I 
thought I recognized her; thought 
T’d seen her somewhere before. 
And then it came to me. She was 
Lorna MecFee —the movie cutie 
who had disappeared! The girl 
whom Sammy Weissmann had 
asked me to find! 

And then I noticed something 
else. Around her throat was a sil- 
very, metallic necklace exactly like 
the one I’d seen on the Asiatic girl 
who had died on the beach! 

She was smiling. ‘‘I—I beg your 
-ardon, Mr. Truman,”’ she said to 
uv ‘ff. “T live in that big house down 
th beach. Our electric lights have 
g01e out. We’ve got some lamps, 
but no kerosene. I—I thought per- 
haps I could borrow some—’”’ 

““Sure!’? Jeff Truman said. 
“T’ve got a whole five-gallon can 
of it. Come inside while I get °. 
for you.” 

He brought her into the living- 
Toom. Then he went on toward the 
kitehen, leaving the girl alone with 
me. She gave me a demure smile, 
unfastened her slicker and threw 
it back over her shoulders. She 
was wearing an evening gown of 
Such daring decolletage that her 
Perfect breasts were revealed 
moet completely. The sight of 
ee creamy-white,  smoothly- 
ba nded hillocks of loveliness sent 

Y heart boy neing around like a 
ot of loose 1 yber balls. 


She saw me staring at her; and 
she flushed a little. Myself, I was 
beginning to get all sorts of screwy 
ideas—like holding her in mv 
arms, mashing her red lips with 
my mouth, holding her breasts in 
my palms... and other things. 

I said, ‘‘You’re Lorna McFee, 
aren’t you?”’ 

She went a little pale. ‘‘N-no,”’ 
she answered hesitantly. ‘‘What- 
ever gave you that idea?’’ 

IT knew she was lying. And I 
wondered why. Also, I was won- 
dering about that silvery, metallic 
necklace. It was fastened around 
her throat in such a way that she 
couldn’t have removed it even if 
she had wanted to. There was a 
tiny, burnished padlock of case- 
hardened steel on it! 


EFORE I could frame another 
question, Jeff Truman came 
back into the room. He was lug- 
ging a heavy five-gallon can that 
sloshed and gurgled and smelled 
of coal-oil. 

I took it out of his hand and 
tipped him a wink. ‘‘T’ll carry this 
for the lady,’’ I said. ‘‘You can’t 
go out in the rain with that head- 
cold of yours.”’ 

He caught on right away. He 
knew I wanted to go with the girl, 
back to the big house on the beach. 
The kerosene would give me an 
excuse to get into the place. So he 
nodded and said, ‘‘Okay, Turner. ss 

I carried the big kerosene can 
out of his bungalow, and the bru- 
nette girl followed me. It was 
raining pitchforks. We took a 
shorteut across the wet beach. 
After a while I said, ‘‘Sammy 
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Weissmann is looking for you, 
Lorna.”’ 

‘¢Has he got a job for me?”’ she 
said. I’d caught her off-guard. 
Abruptly she recovered herself. 
‘“‘Er—I don’t know anybody 
named Sammy Weissmann,’’ she 
muttered. 

“You still claim you’re not 
Lorna McFee?”’’ I shot at her. 

“JT... I’m not Lorna McFee,’’ 
she answered me in a dead, flat 
monotone. 


I could see I wasn't getting any 
place along that line. So I tried 
another tack. I said, ‘‘I’ve been 
noticing your necklace. Odd sort 
of thing.’’ 

“Yes. 
lifelessly. 

‘*T’ve never seen anything quite 
like it,’’? I told her. ‘‘Where did 
you get it?”’ 

“You... mustn’t ask me... 
that!’’ she whispered. There was 
fear in her tone. 


Isn’t it??? she agreed 


I looked at her as we walked 
through the wet sand. In the dark- 
ness, her face was very pale, very 
frightened, very beautiful. Away 
off in the distance, beyond the 
twelve-mile limit, there was a bril- 
lant blotch of light on the ocean. 

It was one of the gambling boats 
that infest the coast—an anchored 
pleasure-ship devoted to crooked 
games of chance and other forms 
of amusement... including girls. 
A vagrant thought struck me. A 


I squeezed the 
trigger and the 
hammer clicked 
on a jammed 
cylinder, 


girl as beautiful as Lorna McFee 
would command top prices on that 
pleasure-ship, I mused... . 

And then we rounded that jut- 
ting cliff and reached the house on 
the beach—Sammy Weissmann’s 
old place. It was ablaze with lights 
—hbright lights. Electries. The 
dark-haired girl said, ‘‘Goodness! 
The current must have come on 
again. You’ve had your trip for 
nothing, I’m afraid.”’ 

I said, ‘‘It was worth it. I like 
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being with you, even in the rain.’’ 
She flashed me a_ coquettish 
smile that struck me as being 
forced, unnatural. “Would you 
like to come in and have a drink?”’ 
she suggested. 
‘‘Sure thing!’’ I told her. 


SHE produced a key and opened 
the front door. I left the can of 
kerosene on the porch and followed 
her into a big, comfortable living- 
room. 

The girl slipped out of her slick- 
er, tossed her hat into a corner. 
Then she got a bottle of Highland 
Cream and a glass, She poured a 


lithe hips seductively. ‘‘Feel bet- 
ter?’’ she asked me. 


I said, ‘‘Yeah. 


Some. But 


there’s one more thing [’d like.”’ 
“‘What’s that?’’ she wanted to 
know. 


drink and handed it to me. ‘‘Here. Gajaeees 


This will warm you up!’’ she said 
in aloud voice. Then, ‘‘ Don’t drink 
it, for God’s.sake!’’ she whispered 
in a tense undertone that barely 
reached me, 

I stiffened. What the hell was 
coming off? I wondered. There 
was something plenty haywire— 
and I’d blundered right into the 
middle of it. I stared at the girl. 
Then I raised the glass and poured 
the Scotch into my mouth. 

But I didn’t swallow it. J aauled 
out my handkerchief, pretended to 
Wipe my lips. I spat the Scotch 
into the handkerchief in a thin 
stream; returned the soaking-wet 
linen square to my pocket. I had 
tasted a slight bitterness to the 
drink; realized that it had been 
drugced! 

I put down the empty glass and 
grinned at the brunette girl. 
_ thanks!’ I said. She was look- 
Ing at me, wide-eyed. 

Then, as though playing a poor- 
ly-rchearsed and distasteful part, 
She smiled at me and rolled her 


“CA kiss,’’ I told her. 

She grinned, brazenly. 
got lots of ’em.”’ 

So I grabbed her around the 
waist, pulled her toward me. It 
was evidently what she’d wanted 
me to do; because she pressed her- 
self against me in a way that’s got 
me hot and bothered right now. I 
planted my mouth on her lips and 
gave her the works. 

Her dress was skin-tight, as if 
it had heen tattooed to her deli- 
cious curves. My fingers played up 
and down her back, fondled the 
arched lushness of her hips, the 
silken smoothness of her thighs. I 
touched the upper halves of her 


‘¢T’ve 
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milky breasts, where they swelled 
out above her decolletage. I kissed 
her again. 

“Pretend to be drowsy!’’ 
she whispered. ‘‘It’s your only 
chance!”’ 

I took her tip; yawned in her 
face. I smelled danger—plenty of 
it. And I knew that the girl was 
trying to save me from something 
damned sinister. We were prob- 
ably being watched, I figured. ... 
““Funny!’’ I mumbled thickly. ‘‘T 
feel—a little—sleepy—”’ 

‘“Want to lhe down and rest a 
while?’’ she asked me. Her eyes 
commanded me to say yes. 

I nodded and said, ‘‘ Yeah—if 
you'll keep me company.”’ 

‘Come along,’’ she grinned. But 
the fear in her eyes didn’t match 
up with the smile on her red lips. 


I FOLLOWED her upstairs, into 
a little room lighted by a single, 
pink-shaded lamp. I sat on the 
side of the sofa. Then, while I 
watched, the girl unfastened the 
shoulder-straps of her evening 
gown and shrugged out of it. 

The garment fell to the floor 
around her tapered ankles. In the 
dim light I took a good look at her. 
And I could feel a tingle running 
down my spine when I saw the Iilt- 
ing, arrogant rise of her unbras- 
siered breasts; the breath-taking, 
symmetrical loveliness of her 
young body. All she had on was a 
pair of tissue-thin panties. ... 

I captured her wrists, dragged 
her down alongside me. Then I 
snapped off the light. 

In the darkness, she slipped a 
little unwillingly into my arms. I 
crushed her against me so that her 


breasts jabbed into my chest. I 
kissed her, hungrily, forcing her 
lips apart until her hot little 
tongue-tip fluttered. My mouth 
wandered to the hollow of her 
throat... . 

She made no objection when I 
put my hands on her firm, warm 
breasts. I caressed them. She 
quivered a little, and her arms 
went about my neck, drawing my 
head down. ... Then I heard her 
whispering: ‘‘Listen! You must 
get out of here—through the win- 
dow! Climb down—run for it! 
Otherwise you'll be... mnur- 
dered !”’ 

“Me? Murdered? Why, for 
God’s sake?’’ I whispered back. 

‘Because the man who runs this 
place knows you witnessed the 
death of that Chinese girl! That’s 
why I was sent to lure you here. I 
was supposed to give you a 
drugged drink and let you go to 
sleep in this room. Later, you were 
to be... killed. But I—I couldn’t 
go through with it. I—lI had to 
warn you.’’ 

I held her close to me in the 
darkness. I said, ‘‘You’re really 
Lorna McFee, aren’t you, baby?” 

““Y-vyes ... and now—go! Hur- 
ry, before it’s too late!’’ 

“Okay. But I’m taking you with 
me!’’ [ said. 

She went stiff in my arms. An 
hysterical tremor shook her. ‘‘No 
—no! They’d ... kill me!’’ she 
panted. Then she almost clawed 
her way free of my embrace; 
shoved me to the window. 


I LET her get away with it, be 
cause I was beginning to have 
an idea. There were certain thing® 
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I wanted to investigate. So I 
opened the window very cautiously 
and slipped out into the rain. 

My feet hit the roof of the front 
porch below the window. I ducked 
low and started for the edge. And 
then I stopped. 

From another window I saw a 
erack of light and heard a girl’s 
low moan of fear. 

I didn’t make a sound as I 
wormed my way to that second 
window. Gaining it, I glued my eye 
to the crack in the shade through 
which the light streamed. Then I 
saw red. 

Inside the room five girls were 
huddled in a corner. They wore 
negligees —and nothing under- 
neath. There was a gorgeous, 
cuddly platinnm blonde with lush 
breasts and slinky hips; a cream- 
colored baby with black hair—an 
octaroon, probably, from the 
murkiness in her eyes; a slim, boy- 
breasted Japanese girl whose yel- 
low skin was like polished ivory. 

And there were two others— 
both pretty enough to have graced 
an Eddie Cantor chorus. And 
every one of those five gitls wore a 
locked necklace of silver, metal! 
; Standing in front of the cower- 
ing girls I saw a masked man and 
& red-haired, hard-faced dame. 

he hard-faced dame was talking. 

Ow get this, you tramps!’’ she 
Tasped at the undressed young- 
Stent. “lwateht spun” bel 
shipped om re you’re being 
The aEoe 0) the pleasure-boat. 

a pee st es new faces, eeu 
Bod for tite 1 you know nee 
told! Sig you'll do as you’re 
boys. po be nice to the 


. _ Yeah 1? th 


e masked man 
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snarled. ‘Otherwise you’ll get the 
same medicine we handed to that 
Chink dame this evening!’’ 

When he said that, I knew the 
whole story. Those undressed girls 
in the room—they were some of 
the dames who had disappeared 
from Hollywood recently. They 
were white slaves, brought here to 
be sent to that anchored pleasure- 
ship! They’d been kidnaped—and 
now they were to be forced into a 
hfs of shame. 

Like a flash, I squirmed back 
across the roof of the porch. I 
gained the window of that other 
room—the room in which I’d left 
Lorna McFee. I scrambled inside. 

In the darkness, Lorna McFee 
gasped out, ‘‘Who’s there?”’ 

‘Dan Turner!’’ I whispered to 
her. And then she was in my arms, 
trembling against me, her body 
cold and shivering. For an instant 
[ held her close. 

‘*You—you shouldn’t have come 
back!’’ she panted, terrified. ‘You 
should have got away while you 
had the chance!’’ 

I patted her. ‘‘Listen!’’ I whis- 
pered. ‘‘I’m going to ask you 
some questions. And I want 
straight answers. Maybe I can get 
you out of this mess. Now, in the 
first place, just what happened to 
that Chinese girl who was killed on 
the beach this evening?’’ 

‘‘She—she tried to run away,’’ 
Lorna McFee told me falteringly. 
‘‘ And then... something terrible 
happened to her. The red-haired 
woman went out on snow-shoes a 
while ago and brought back the 
...corpse. Its head had been 
burned from the body... .’’ 

(Continued on page 103) 
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‘a4 HH” Eddie Pell.’’ ‘‘Now, listen, baby, have we got 
“Hello, baby, what do to go into that again? You know 

you want?”’ how jealous Miriam is. If she evey 

**You know what I want, Ed- found you in my room she’d..,.,” 
die.’’ “Don’t keep me standing out in 


The Passionate Cannibal sends out 
evil tendrils, seeking human flesh. 
Eddie realizes it’s his life or the girl’s... 
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the hall, Eddie. Can’t you see I’ve 
ot a present for you? My arm’s 
about proken from carrying it... . 
o, let me put it on the table; you 
might damage it.... There! Right 
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beside your bed where you can see 
it when you wake up in the morn- 
ing. Unwrap it, Eddie. See... 
isn’t it lovely?’’ 

‘Yeah. ... What-the hell is it?” 

‘Why, Eddie, you shouldn’t talk 
like that. It’s a very rare plant 
my brother brought from Yucatan. 
It’s a Canibal Apacionada, a Pas- 
sionate Cannibal! Look! Watch 
it twine its tendriles around my 


The girl’s face was distorted, her 
eyes were protruding as if from 
strangulation. “Mother of Saints! 
That plant’s moving!” the poltce- 
man cried. 
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arm. It loves the feel of human 
flesh. Oh-h ... Eddie, don’t you 
love the feel of human flesh?’’ 

‘‘Don’t do that, Pearl! Stop it! 
Damn you, anyway, you little 
witeh!...’’ 


“‘Aw-w, Eddie... don’t you 
think I’m beautiful? Isn’t my 
body lovely? Lo-ook. ... Eddie, I 


... love... you....”? 
O WHAT the hell could Eddie 
Pell do but look? And there 

they were, the two of them in that 

room. Eddie’s whole body tingled 
and floated his tongue in a flood of 
hot saliva. 

He tried to resist running his 
moist hands down her exquisite 
thighs, but the satin smoothness of 
her was irresistible. 

He gasped from the impact of 
her wet molten lips as they closed 
possessively over his. Her sear- 
ing tongue played across his 
mouth. ... 

“Damn it!’ 

‘*Oh, Eddie, you’re not sorry!’’ 

‘Sorry! Hell no; sorry for 
what? It’s just this cannibal plant. 
It’s climbing around my neck and 
I don’t want anything around my 
neck right now but you.”’ 

‘‘Here, let me untwine it. It 
just loves vou like I do, Eddie, only 
not as much. Honestly, Eddie, I 
love you so much I could die for 
you... or kill you.”’ 

Eddie held her away from him 
and looked down at her lovely 
flame-colored hair and red-brown 
eyes. 

**T believe you could, at that.’’ 
He wagged a finger under her nose. 
‘‘But you mustn’t kill Eddie Pell, 
Pearl. Four Detectives, Ine, 
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would lose their best private 
dick.’’ 

‘“Aren’t you going to thank me 
for the Passionate Cannibal, Rq. 
die?’”’ 

Eddie took Pearl in his arms and 
erushed her against him. He 
smiled. 

**Yes, baby; every time it tries 
to choke me I'll think of you. But 
be good now! Eddie has a job of 
work. And you’ve got to scram 
out of here... .’’ 

‘‘Wddie,’? ominiously, ‘‘is Mi. 
riam coming here... .?? 

‘*No, Pearl,’’ he laughed. ‘‘Ed- 
die is going there—”’ 

Pear] turned swiftly on her heel 
and headed for the door. It closed 
after her with an ominous little 
bang and then immediately opened 
again. Her face, white and tense, 
appeared around the edge of the 
door. 

*‘T love you, Eddie,’’ she said 
huskily. ‘‘Don’t forget to water 
the plant. The directions are on 
the side of the pot.’’ 


DDIE watched the door close 
softly after Pearl and then 
stood for a minute thinking guilti- 
ly of Miriam. After all, she did 
have first claim on him, and here 
he was... . 

He knelt down by the side of the 
table to read the directions on the 
pot and in doing so again came in 
range of the roving tentacles of the 
Passionate Cannibal. Jt immedi- 
ately began twining with a firm 
grip around his wrist. Curious 
phenomena, this plant that could 
move—but, after all, a natural 
thing. 

All plants move when growing. 
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This one had merely modernized 
its pace.... 

On a slip of white paper pasted 
to the side of the red earthenware 

ot he read a simple statement. 
‘Water at midnight on Wednes- 
days.” 

Eddie got up and, swinging his 
arm in a rotary movement to dis- 
engage it from the warm greenish- 
grey tentacles, looked at the alarm 
clock on the dresser. It was a quar- 
ter of nine. If he didn’t hurry he’d 
be late for his date with Miriam. 

And he had fogotten to send her 
flowers! Damn Pearl, anyway! 
He stopped suddenly in his tracks 
as if something of great impor- 
tance had flashed across his mind. 

“T’m a son-of-a-gun!’’ he whis- 
tled softly. ‘‘Today is Wednes- 
day.’’ 


6¢V OU’RE late!l”’ 

“You’re nuts. 
twenty minutes after nine. 
what I brought you, baby.’’ 

““You’ve been out with that red- 
headed bum again, Eddie!’’ 

“‘Now, Miriam, I haven’t been 
out at all. So help me! I’ve been 
im my room ever since I got back 
from the agency. Look what I 
brought you. Isn’t that some- 
thing?”’ 

“‘T think you’re lying. You’ve 
got a tired look that doesn’t come 
from working. ... What in the 
Name of mud is that thing? Why 

- . 1t’s alive!’’ 

“That, my dear young lady,” 
Said Eddie, taking a stance like a 
lecturer before a group of sopho- 
Mores, ‘‘is a Canibal Apacionada 
or Passionate Cannibal, a very 
rare and affectionate plant that 


It’s only 
Look 
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has been brought all the way from 
Yucatan just for your amusement. 
Note how fondly it encircles your 
hand and climbs toward your love- 
ly neck.” 

‘‘Why, Eddie, it’s marvelous! 
... I’ve never seen anything like 
it.... Oh... you are sweet. It 
must have cost you a lot!”’ 

“Did it! I haven’t got the heart 
to tell you how much. Say-ay, 
baby, you look fetching in those 
sec-more pyjamas. But I thought 
we were going to see ‘The Devil 
Is a Woman.’ We’ve got just 
about time to make the second 
show.”’ 

‘‘Kiss me, Eddie.’’ 

She swayed against him with a 
seductive movement of her hips. 
Her hot fragrant breath fanned 
his nostrils. He could feel the 
round, firm mounds of her breasts 
burning against his shirt. 

“Tf we’re going to the movies, 
baby, we’d better get started... .7’ 
““Do you want to go, Eddie?”’ 

Her breasts, pushed up from the 
recesses of her silk pyjama waist 
by the pressure of her body against 
his chest, were lustrous satin bub- 
bles. Her lips melted between his 
like molten honey and touched his 
tongue with fire. He could feel 
every lithe movement of her glori- 
ous body through the thin, trans- 
parent silk of her pyjamas. 

‘“Well, baby,’’ he said huskily, 
“of you put it that way... .”’ 

He cupped his hands around her 
breasts, caressing their smooth 
firmness, then with a gentle move- 
ment slipped the shoulder straps 
from her creamy shoulders. He 
heard the soft rustle of silk as the 
pyjamas crumpled to the floor. ... 
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‘“‘Oh-h-... Eddie...’’ in a soft 
whisper, ‘‘I love you, I love you, 
T love you. ... You’re big and 
strong and... I just can’t express 
it Hddie... but you are.”’ 

Fiddie erushed her to him. The 
hot fragrance of her made his head 
reel. He felt that he was breaking 
her in half. 

‘‘Baby,’’ he said in a hoarse 
whisper, ‘‘ Eddie isn’t going any- 
where.”’ 


$¢() PEN up, Eddie!’’ 

“ddie rolled over in bed, 
blinked the sleep out of his eyes 
and listened to the pounding on his 
door. 

“Who is it?”’ 

‘‘Spode, Mister Pell, and you 
ain't goin’ to he so glad to see me, 
but open up!’’ 

Tiddie shoved his feet into his 
carpet slippers and flung open the 
doo. 

‘‘What’s the idea of routing me 
out this time of the morning, 
Spode? You know I’m never up 
until eight.”’ 

“Well, you’re up now. Where 
were you last night, Eddie?”’ 

“‘Am J] still dreaming or are you 
giving me the quiz? Don’t forget, 
sergeant, I used to be your boss.’? 

“*That’s what I ain’t forgettin’. 
Were you or were you not at Mi- 
riam lLord’s apartment last 
night?’’ 

Eddie strode over and put a 
hand on each of Spode’s arms. His 
grip was like iron. 

‘‘What the hell’s eating you, 
Spode? Has something happened 
to Miriam?’’ 


Tor a long minute Spode 
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searched Eddie’s 
speaking. 

‘‘Damn it, man, answer me,’’ 
Eddie insisted. 

“*Kddie, you’re either a sight 
better actor than you are a detec. 
tive or. ...”? 

*‘Spode,’’ Eddie said ominous- 
ly, ‘‘you tell me what’s happened 
to Miriam before I sock you on the 
button.’ 

‘*She’s dead!”’ 

Eddie made a sound like a fight- 
er who’s been hit below the belt. 
For a moment he stood paralyzed, 
then he began methodically to put 
on his clothes. 

‘*You’re a liar, Spode. She was 
all right at eleven o’clock last 
night.’’ His voice was cold and 
unnatural. 

‘*So you were there ’til eleven, 
Eddie?”’ 

‘‘Yeah. And if this is some- 
body’s idea of a joke I’m still 
young enough to break an Irish- 
man’s jaw. Come on! Let’s go!”’ 


face without 


ie WAS fifteen minutes by taxi 
to the Madrigal Apartments. 

When they got off at the third 
floor they found Patrolman Cardi- 
gan on duty at number 317. Iddie 
brushed past Cardigan into the liv- 
ing room. He had a horrible empty 
feeling at the pit of his stomach. 
He heard Spode’s sareastic voice 
behind him. 

‘‘In the bedroom, Mister Pell. 
Don’t you remember where you 
left the body?’’ 

Eddie stepped through the bed- 
room door. The early sunlight 
streamed through the windows at 
the head of Miriam’s bed, turning 
her almost naked body, only par- 
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She wailed with 
terror as his fin- 
gers closed. 


Eddie forced his stunned gaze. 
Her lovely face was distorted, 
: ; her eyes protruding as if she had 
Hally hidden by the sheet, into a died of a crenateiten Around her 
Snob Ivory statue. From the flat neck was twined, in tight coils, the 
Panse of her stomach up to the long tentacles of the Canibal Apa- 
Moulded dresden china breasts, ctonada. 
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‘“‘Hello, what’s this?’’ Spode 
strode by Eddie’s stunned figure 
to the side of the bed. ‘‘That 
wasn’t around her neck before. 
Cardigan! Cardigan! Who’s been 
in this room since I left here?’’ 

‘‘Not a soul, sergeant. I haven’t 
left the door for a minute.”’ 

“Don’t give me that! Some- 
body’s been here and wrapped the 
murder weapon around her neck. 
It wasn’t there before. Mother of 
Saints! It’s moving! Is it mov- 
ing or am I crazy?”’ 

‘‘Yes, Spode,’’ said Eddie quiet- 
ly, thinking back to the night be- 
fore. ‘‘It’s moving. It’s a canni- 
bal plant. Don’t you see that it 
grows from that pot on the table?’’ 

The tentacles were slowly un- 
coiling and when the last coil dis- 
engaged itself from the frail white 
neck, it began reaching out, tenta- 
tively, snake-like, searching for the 
live flesh that it seemed to sense 
was near. 

Spode stood speechless, trans- 
fixed, until a tentacle with a swift 
movement flipped a greenish-grey 
coil around his thigh. Then with a 
strangled ery he leaped back, tear- 
ing at the vine with his hands. 

The movement jerked the plant 
to the floor and broke the red clay 
pot into a dozen pieces. The earth 
around the plant scattered across 
the floor, exposing a mass of inter- 
twined blood-colored roots. 

‘‘For God’s sake, what is it?’’ 
cried Spode, having finally disen- 
gaged the writhing tentacle. 


DDIE’S mind was still on the 
night before when Pearl had 
brought him the plant. He was 
thinking that this fate had been 
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meant for him, not Miriam. Hig 
nostris dilated and his mouth 
hardened as he spoke. 

““That’s your killer, Spode. It’s 
a Cantbal Apacionada, or Passion. 
ate Cannibal. It’s a rare plant 
from Yucatan.”’ 

‘*Yeah? How come you know go 
much about it, Detective Pell?’’ 

“‘T gave it to her.’’ Eddie was 
bending down and sniffing the soft 
earth that was scattered across the 
floor. It was damp from a recent 
watering. Carefully avoiding the 
searching tentacles of the plant, 
Eddie stood up and said softly to 
himself. ‘‘She remembered to wa- 
ter it at midnight.’’ 

Eddie felt the round imprint of 
the muzzle against the small of his 
back even before Spode spoke. 

“Put ’em up, Eddie! I was won- 
dering how you were going to get 
rid of this Miriam. She was a reg- 
ular. You stuck to her longer than 
any other bisquit you ever had.” 

Eddie would have gone quietly 
if Spode hadn’t made that remark. 

OQ, K., sergeant, let’s get along 
to the station.’? He moved slight- 
ly as if to turn toward the door. 
His right foot shot up and back, 
striking Spode a terrific blow in 
the groin. 

At the same instant he pivoted 
and laid four knuckles on the but- 
ton. Spode sighed and crumpled 
in a heap. Eddie caught the six- 
gun as it fell and whirled on Cardli- 
gan before the patrolman knew 
what was going on. 

“‘Just take it easy, Cardigan, 
and you may be decorated for 
bravery. Make a move for your 
gat and you may he decorated with 
flowers.”’ 
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Cardigan gulped. ‘‘Sure, Mister 
Pell, whatever you say. I told Ser- 

eant Spode you wasn’t guilty.”’ 

“Well, thanks for the good 
word, Cardigan. Tell him again 
when he comes to. I’m afraid he 
won't believe you, but tell him.’’ 

‘‘Yes, sir, Mister Pell! You rate 
pretty well with the department. 
Will you speak a good word for me 
to the captain?”’ 

«will I? And I’ll tell you how 
you can help me cateh the real mur- 
derer.”’ 

‘How, sir?’’ 

‘“‘When Sergeant Spode comes 
to, take the butt of your gun and 
sock him gently behind the ear! 
See you later, Cardigan.”’ 


Bele sprinted down the flights 

of stairs and slipped out a rear 
door of the Madrigal Apartments 
into the alley. At the end of the 
alley he hailed a taxi. 

“Two-eleven Greenwich and 
give her the gun!’’ He flashed his 
badge. 

As he jumped out of the cab in 
front of a two-story building he 
tossed the driver a buck. He looked 
at his watch. It was five minutes 
of eight. 

“‘Won’t be up yet,’’ he said to 
himself as he climbed the flight of 
Creaking carpeted stairs. At num- 
her 7 he knocked softly. 

He heard a quick movement 
within and something that sound- 
ed like a gasp. Then he knocked 
again, more peremptorily. After a 

Teathless pause a trembling voice 
Said, ““Y-eg2? 

He said, “It’s Eddie.” 

his time there was a smothered 
-888p and a longer pause. 


““Eddie w-who?”’ 

‘‘Listen, baby, how many Ed- 
die’s do you know?”’ 

The door was flung suddenly 
open and two soft arms went 
around his neck. ‘‘Oh, Eddie Pell; 
it’s you! Oh-hhh, I’m so relieved. 
I didn’t sleep a wink all night!’’ 

Eddie pressed her trembling 
body, hardly concealed by a filmy 
pink night gown, close to his own. 
A sweet, warm fragrance assailed 
his nostrils as she wriggled against 
him, Eddie looked down at her 
quivering white breasts. 

‘‘What were you worried about, 
baby?”’ 

‘*Qh-h-hhh, about you, Eddie. I 
was so afraid something might 
happen to you and I love you 
so-o.”’ 

‘‘Nothing ever happens to Ed- 
die, baby.’’ 

“‘Tid—did you forget to water 
the Passionate Cannibal, Eddie?’’ 

‘“Yes, baby, I forgot. I’ll water 
it tonight.”’ 

““Oh—don’t! Just throw the 
nasty thing away! Eddie, hold me 
tight.’’ 


T WAS a long time before Eddie 

said, ‘‘Do you still want to kill 
me, baby?”’ 

‘‘Oh-hhh, no-o00, Eddie. 
could I?”’ 

Eddie took the automatic from 
his shoulder holster and laid it on 
the table. 

“‘Tf you want to kill me you’d 
better do it now, because it’s my 
duty to run you in for killing Mi- 
riam.”’ 

“Is Miriam dead? ...I was so 
jealous I would have done it, Ed- 

(Continued on page 102) 
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She confessed to Johnny that she’d 

killed a man. “Maybe,” Johnny said, 

“but it stinks to me!” Thereafter 
Johnny stuck to the money trail 


As he entered, 
she crumpled 
from a left to 
the jaw. 


leaned over the photo, straight- 
ened abruptly. 

‘““That is not the man! That igs 
not my brother!’’ 

The man shrugged, tossed the 
picture back into the drawer. She 
followed its fall with worried eyes. 
There in the littered drawer, half 
covered, was a black revolver. 

**Let’s quit playing!’’ the man 
laughed suddenly. ‘‘ You know why 
I got you up here! How’s it for a 
little kiss?”’ 

She slapped him, eyes angry 
slits. Again he laughed, paying no 
attention to the sharp blow, 
reached out suddenly to hook his 
fingers in the low vee of her gown. 
The silk ripped, torn to her waist. 
Her breasts, unfettered by bras- 


fumbled through the 
drawer of the heavy table. ‘‘Here 
it is!” The woman beside him 1 | 
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4 HERE’S a picture of him cl 
here somewhere!’’ He \ 


ori Sprang forth boldly, proud 
ker upthrust, quivering in her an- 


oa Before she could scream he 
~8ped her roughly, purposefully. 


Back, back across the table he bent 
her, eyes hot, holding her helpless 
with the weight of his body, free 
hand caressing, fondling, burning 
mouth seeking redolent flesh. 
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Her hand slid into the drawer, 
fingers found the cold butt of the 
pistol. Suddenly he released her, 
blood trickling from his lip, struck 
at her viciously. 

She sprawled over a heavy stool 
in a sudden flurry of silken legs, 
lay there stunned for a moment 
while his face flamed and contorted 
with anger. He kicked her cruelly. 

‘Bite me, will you! I’ teach 
you!’’ He drew back the foot 
again. 

Her arm came slowly up, hate 
and fear in her eyes. The gun 
seemed to speak before it was half 
directed at the target. 

Three shots—like slaps. Crack! 
Crack! Crack! 


OR a moment the man looked 
down at her, an odd expression 
sweeping over his face—staggered 
a half dozen steps — crumpled, 
clutching at his breast. 

Slowly, painfully she arose, 
white-faced, wide-eved, the gun 
thadding on the thick carpet. 
Hands covering her breasts she 
leaned over the fallen man. The 
white shirt front was slowly turn- 
ing red. 

‘God help you, lady—you’ve 
killed him!’’ The valet stood in the 
doorway. 

Sobs shook her half-naked body, 
hysteria threatened. The little val- 
et knelt over the body of his master 
for a few seconds, then hurried to 
the woman. 

“‘He was no good, lady! I saw 
what happened! He deserved to 
die!’’ 

“But they’ll hang me! They’ll 
hang me!’’ Over and over she 
sobbed the words, the little man 


comforting her as best he could, 
furtive eyes darting about the 
apartment. 

‘‘He deserved it, I tell you! J} 
saw it all! Trying to assault vou! 
Listen, I’l] help you! I’) do it! 
We'll get the body out of here by 
the back way. We’ll take it some. 
where else and no one will ever 
know you killed him! We can get 
him out between us; if we meet 
anyone they’ll think he’s drunk 
again! Will you help me?”’ 

She regained control with an ob- 
vious effort. ‘‘You—you—”’ her 
hesitant voice held just the trace 
of a foreign accent, ‘‘you would do 
this for me? Why would you do 
this?”’ 

The little valet drew himself 
erect, looked righteous. ‘‘Because 
he was a beast—and I hated him!”’ 
He spurned the body of Thorndike, 
the dead man, with his foot. 


ATE on the afternoon of the 
following day, Johnny Hard- 
ing, tattler columnist of the Daily 
Recorder, got off the elevator on 
the fourth floor of the St. Helena, 
face grim and serious, as he rang 
the bell at the apartment of Niva 
Sorenson, newest importation of 
Gold Star Pictures, latest box of- 
fice bet of Papa Manheim, whom 
Johnny Harding respected and 
loved for the shrewd but big- 
hearted movie magnate he was. A 
trim maid answered his ring, but 
stopped his abrupt advance stern- 
ly in the hall. 

‘‘No,’’? she said, smiling faintly 
—they ‘ail smiled at J ohnny Hard- 
ing!—‘‘Miss Sorenson isn’t 1m 
right now!’’ She glanced at the 
ecard in her hand, smiled again. 
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‘‘She isn’t granting any inter- 
views at present; I’m afraid you'll 
have to see her press depart- 
ment!’’ 

‘‘Gee,’’ sighed Johnny, eyeing 
the shapely maid, ‘‘and the boss 
promised to fire me if I didn’t find 
her favorite recipe for okra!’’ The 
maid shrugged, flushing bencath 
his bold stare. ‘‘Say,’’ he contin- 
ued hopefully, ‘‘if she isn’t here 
maybe you can give me a recipe?”’ 

She was gently but firmly shov- 
ing him toward the door. Hard- 
ing’s hand emerged from his pock- 
et, stubby fingers concealing the 
thin nail file. At the door he braced 
himself momentarily. ‘‘You’re 
sure you don’t know any?’’ he per- 
sisted, and she laughed as she 
shook her head. ‘‘You look like 
you know your okra!’’ cajoled 
Johnny as she began closing the 
door. 

Still talking, still holding her 
with his eves, he slid the slender 
nail file across the steel door jamb, 
and still laughing at his blarney 
she closed the door in his face. The 
lock clicked, against the nail file, 
which prevented the tongue from 
slipping into its groove. 

He stood there whistling 
thoughtfully beneath his breath 
until the sound of her spike heels 
on the polished floor faded away. 
He turned the knob and stepped in. 
_No one was in sight. Softly he 
tiptoed down the shining hallway, 
Made the thick rug with a little 
Sigh of relief, knowing its very 
thickness and luxury would muffle 
the pad of his stealthy feet. 
Through three huge rooms he tip- 
toed, constantly ale t but meeting 
no one, taking in every detail of 


the magnificent apartment and 
mentally cataloguing the owner as 
a person of taste and discrimina- 
tion. At a far door he paused, ear 
pressed close to the panel. 

“Tm sure I don’t know, 
ma’am,’’ the maid was speaking, 
voice worried, ‘‘something about 
vegetables he said.”’ 

‘‘Vegetables!’? The answering 
voice was almost a shriek. ‘‘ Vege- 
tables! What did he look like? You 
tell him no I am not here?”’ 

Johnny opened the door, smiling 
grimly. ‘‘How de do?”’ he said. 


HE room was mussed, disor- 

dered, floor literally covered 
with flung newspapers, as if some 
one had been searching them im- 
patiently. However, for the time 
being, Johnny wasn’t interested in 
newspapers. 

Against the long French doors 
leading to the balcony on the street 
side stood Niva Sorenson, roman- 
tic star of a score of European film 
hits, recently imported by Papa 
Manheim for the edification of the 
American public. 

Johnny Harding proceeded to 
get edified first, for, clad as she 
was in a gossamer, spider web neg- 
ligee, every enticing curve and con- 
tour of a perfect figure was out- 
lined and accented against the 
light. Generous breasts faded to 
a thin, flat waist, flared again to 
svelte, rounded hips, tapered to 
columnar thighs. Johnny was well 
down onto a million dollars worth 
of Slavic legs when the maid came 
to. 

““You,’? she gasped, starting 
toward him, ‘‘I told you—’’ 

‘Take it easy, sister!’’ There 
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was no laughter in his voice now, 
nor yet in his eyes, which were 
fixed on the movie star. Her own 
eyes flared with hate—or was it 
fear? Long fingers almost hid the 
mound of a breast while red lips 
drew back from gleaming teeth. 

“‘T’m Johnny Harding of the 
Daily Recorder, and I’ve just been 
up to see Papa Manheim. Does 
that mean anything to you?”’ 

‘What you want? I do not know 
what you mean!’’ 

““Okay, babe; forget the accent. 
You may be a Russian princess to 
some guys but to me you’re just an 
umbay! I got a couple of questions 
for you about Papa Manheim and 
I’d just as soon spring them in 
front of the baby here. They’ve 
got something to do with a hun- 
dred grand! Does that burn you?”’ 

The woman’s face grew even 
whiter; her great eyes took on the 
startled look of the snared animal 
as she gestured the maid from the 
room with never a word until the 
door closed. 

‘What you want?’’ Her words 
were low, tense. ‘‘What you want 
to know about Meestair Manheim? 
What he tell you?’’ 

“Forget the accent, babe!”’ 
Johnny’s voice was disgusted. 
‘* And get the hell out of that light. 
I don’t care if you’ve got a million 
dollar shape—I’m not interested. 
I want to know how come you put 
the bee on my friend Manheim for 
a hundred thousand bucks! Now 
talk fast!’’ 


GHE lit a cigarette with tremb- 

ling fingers, walking across the 
room to sink down on the deep 
divan before the little columnist. 


Ivory knees emerged in turn from 
the negligee as she walked. The 
ripe beauty of her body was more 
than hinted at. 

‘*Why—why—why—”’ her voice 
was tragic, ‘‘deed he tell you! He 
promise me no! no! no! he don’t 
say nothing—and now—’’ She be- 
gan to sob, head in hands. The 
dark valley between her breasts, 
the rising, pulsing mounds them- 
selves worried Johnny. He shifted 
uneasily, spoke with sarcasm. 

‘Ts this an act? Listen, sister, 
you’re wasting time. I don’t know 
you and I don’t want to, but Papa 
Manheim is a friend of mine—a 
damned good friend! I’m sick of 
seeing every cheap hustler and 
panhandler on Broadway finger 
him for jack, and I’m not going to 
stand by and see you or anyone 
else rook him for a hundred thou- 
sand potatoes. That’s money, im- 
portant money! Now you listen to 
me!”’ 

He pounded his fist on the table. 
**You’re going to dig up the hun- 
dred grand he sent you this morn- 
ing and vou’re going to lay it right 
in my hand, or I’ll have you 
clapped so deep in jail you can’t 
blast your way out! Maybe Papa 
made a little mistake—maybe he 
lost his head and played around 
you a little bit. But he’s got a nice 
family and a hundred grand is too 
much jack! Believe me, hustler, I 
got influence enough in this town to 
keep that quiet—and I'll do it! 
You can’t rook a friend of mine! 
You or any other cheap hustler 
from Brooklyn!’’ 

“‘Hustler!’? Her eyes blazed 
with anger. ‘You call me that, in 
whose veins flows the purest—”’ 
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“‘Nerts,’? said Johnny wearily. 
“T know, I know! Sit down. I like 
the way you shimmy when you get 
Sore but it won’t buy you any- 
thing!’’ He glanced at his watch. 
Gonr 

Now, small change, you may be a 
Princess to a lot of mugs, but to me 
you’re just a chiseler that put the 

ger on a friend of mine for a 
hundred grand. You’ve got until 
five o’clock to dig it p—or else!”? 

Back and forth she }-aced before 


43 


him, worried, frantic, her cigarette 
making a blue cloud behind her. 
The negligee, clinging and seduc- 
tive, was her only garment—and it 
was fastened only at the waist! 

“No! No! Ican’t get it for you! 
TI haven’t got it!”’ 

“What the hell could you do 
with a hundred grand?”’ 

‘*T don’t know! I don’t know!’’ 
she moaned. 

‘A hundred grand! Great God- 
frey! Spent a hundred grand and 


The gun spoke from where 
she lay: “Crack! Crack! 
Crack!” 


don’t know where! With a hun- 
dred thousand dollars you could 
buy your way out of the electric 
chair !”’ 

She faced him desperately, 
breasts rising and falling. 

**Hlectric chair! That is what I 
spend the money for! To keep me 
from the electric chair! I keel a 
mant!?? 

Johnny Harding laughed up into 
her face. He looked at the clock on 
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the mantle. Four forty-five. ‘‘Why 
don’t you save these scenes for the 
movies, hustler? I’m getting a lit- 
tle tired of them! No kidding! 
You’ve got fifteen minutes to dig 
up that jack!’’ 

But at five o’clock the only occu- 
pants of the apartment were a 
frightened maid who tried vainly 
to assuage the grief and calm the 
fears of a hysterical movie star. 


OHNNY HARDING, excited, 
skeptical and worried, was 
dropping nickels into a telephone 
in the corner drugstore. Getting 
his bosom friend, Bill Nobles, of 
the homicide squad, on the phone 
he took his bawling out without a 
single word of derision. 

‘“What for you bother me about 
that guy is more than I can see!”’ 
The detective’s voice was plain- 
tive. ‘I’m up all night and you get 
me out of bed to ask about a cheap 
chiseler like Thorndike! No, I 
don’t know where he is, and if you 
find him tip off some of the boys, 
will you? He’s been up to his old 
tricks—passing rubber paper. 
There’s a pick-up order out for 
him, but it’s none of my business. 
I deal in murders. 

‘‘Now if you happen to know 
anything about a cab driver named 
Cohen, a dead eab driver that 
might abandon his eab in the 
Bronx and then run out to Long 
Island to get himself knocked off— 
Cohen was the name. C like in 
chump, O like—’’ 

“‘Nerts!’’ spat Johnny and hung 
up. 

To his next call a suave voice 
answered, ‘‘No, Mr. Thorndike 


isn’t at home. No, I don’t know 
when he will be—”’ 

Likewise, ‘‘ Nerts!’’ said Johnny 
Harding. 

Call number three. ‘‘For God’s 
sake, Johnny,’’ came the agonized 
voice of Papa Manheim, ‘‘don’t go 
to the police. What do I care if she 
chiseled me for a little gelt? I’ve 
spent a million and a half in pub- 
icity building her up and if you 
call in the police now I’ll lose it 
all! Listen, Johnny, please, on my 
knees I’m begging you! It wasn’t 
a hundred, I tell you—only eighty 
thousand, Johnny, eighty thon- 
sand! What if my wife, Sara, 
should find—’’ but he was talking 
to a dead phone. 

By eight o’clock Johnny had vis- 
ited three pawnbrokers checking 
up on the picture star’s wild story. 
Likewise he had visited Cecil 
Thorndike’s apartment only to be 
turned away by a hard faced valet 
with the same information gar- 
nered from his phone call—that 
Thorndike had not been home for 
several days. 


SHORTLY afterward, lounging 

in a cab with Niva Sorenson by 
his side, he assured himself that 
so far her wild story had checked 
in every detail. She actually had 
raised $20,000 on her jewelry that 
morning. 

*‘Flushing,’’ he told the driver 
and turned to the woman again. 
‘‘Baby, so far your story is check- 
ing. I don’t mind telling you that 
much but I still think it’s a frame- 
up. You bump off a guy and then 
his own valet helps you dispose of 
the body! Why in hell would he 
do that?”’ 
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‘‘Te say,’’ her voice was just as 
low, ‘‘he hated him. He say I am 
too beautiful to die! So we breeng 
him out here.’’ 

‘‘And then,’? Johnny mused, 
‘the calls you up this morning and 
says somebody saw you! Some- 
body ealls him on the phone and de- 
mands a hundred thousand dollars 
—hblackmail! Babe, you and Smol- 
lett aren’t running a fast one, are 
you? Smollett mean anything to 
you? Boy friend?’’ 

He felt her slim body stiffen be- 
side him, her voice held anger. 
‘‘Smollett is a servant! A menial! 
In my veins—’’ 

‘‘Yeah,’”’ grimly, ‘‘T know. Roy- 
al blood and all that. But it stinks 
just the same. You claim you kill 
a guy in a fight for your honor. 
Say, let me see the scar you were 
talking about. Pull up here, driv- 
er, and turn on your light.’’ 

The driver got a break. The 
muffied figure in the back lifted 
her cloak, her skirt, to disclose 
chiffon clad perfection—a million 
dollars worth of tapering leg. She 
unhooked the left stocking, slid it 
down to her ankle, disclosing a 
long skinned place stretching 
across her shin. Harding leaned 
over and examined it closely; she 
winced beneath his fingers. 

“Okay,” sharply, ‘‘it’s fresh. 
Let’s see the other.”’ 

The cloak parted beneath her 
fingers. The low vee of her neck 
half disclosed a pulsing breast and 
unhesitatingly she drew back the 
Bown. There on the soft whiteness 
of her throat gleamed a_Dlack 
blotch—a bruise, in the form of an 
val pointed at both ends—the 
mark of teeth. 


‘Okay, baby. Start your bus, 
Mae, we’re on our way to Flush- 
ing.’’ 

‘*So far you’re still clicking,”’ 
he admitted. ‘‘But I still can’t see 
why this guy Smollett would help 
you hide the body of his boss! 
Still’? — remembering the fra- 
grance and musky odor of that 
svelte skin, ‘‘some guys will do a 
lot for a dame. If you’re on the 
Jevel, he got his foot in it, though!”’ 
The woman remained wrapped in 
silence. 

Through Flushing and toward 
the fishing piers they rolled, back 
into a clump of trees that darkened 
the moonlight. She directed the 
driver herself and presently the 
headlights revealed a fishing shack, 
dirty, grey and dilapidated. 
Johnny stopped the car and with 
an insinuating wink at the driver 
led the woman down the pathway 
toward the black cottage. 

‘The driver,’’ she said, ‘‘he will 
suspect something?’’ 

‘Sure, babe! He’ll suspect 
plenty, but not what you think. 
Come on.’’ 


HE door was unlocked; with an 

eerie feeling Johnny opened it, 
east the rays of the tiny flashlight 
about the single room. A crude 
table and two broken chairs stood 
against the window. A cot with a 
crooked leg was along the wall. 
Bottles were on the table, on the 
chairs, cast about the floor—but 
the shack was empty. 

For a long while they stood 
there in utter silence, the light 
flickering and dancing on the dirty 
walls. 

(Continued on page 120) 
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“THE MAN 


Who Was Hanged 


bound tightly behind him, 

paused between the two 
guards and lifted bitter eyes to 
the morning sun. Like a slice out 
of hell it shimmered and bored 
down, driving heat to his bones 
and gluing his shirt and under- 
clothes to his skin with sticky per- 
Spiration. 

Resin simmered out and clotted 
on the rough-hewn pine boards of 
the thirteen steps in front of him. 
Graydon took a deep breath, ig- 
nored the guards, and mounted to 
the scaffold above. 

A newly deputized young man, 
pimply-faced and nervous, worked 


J OHN GRAYDON, wrists 


at a hangman’s noose in a new 
hemp rope. 

Graydon narrowed his keen 
eyes, let them flick swiftly from 
face to face in the crowd. Had she 
dared come here ?—the woman who 
had made love to him and then 
sworn his life away for a murder 
he had not committed... on a vic- 
tim he had never seen! 

He didn’t find her. He didn’t 
see anyone whom he knew. The 
crowd was unfriendly, eager to see 
him die. It was a small mountain 
town ; justice—and injustice—were 
swift; and here was a strangel; 
convicted and sentenced. It would 
be a good show for those who had 


The noose was no longer around his 

neck. He was confined only by the 

boundaries of the coffin. And this— 

because he had listened to a woman’s 
honeyed words... 


By COLBY QUINN 


never seen a human being legally 
put to a violent death. 

For hours the crowd had been 
gathering around the _ newly- 
erected gallows in the county jail- 
yard, waiting to see a man dropped 
through the trap with a black hood 
over his head... to jerk at the end 
of a rope and dangle before them 
with a broken neck. 

The penetrating heat in the 
planks of the scaffolding had 
soaked through Graydon’s shoes 
to the soles of his feet. He shifted, 
smiled grimly, and stepped on the 
lattice-work of the trap. 

The pimply-faced young man 
had quit working on the noose. He 
stepped close and asked nervous- 
ly: 
“You got anything to say—any 
last words?’’ 

‘“‘No!”’? snapped Graydon. A 
disappointed sigh arose from the 
crowd. The muttering had ceased. 
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‘“‘You—you ready?’’ asked the 
youth. 

Graydon glanced up once at the 
heavy cross-beam with the end of 
the rope tied around it... and 
knew that this was the end of the 
road! He had been hooked with a 
fool-proof frame-up. 

Graydon tensed his bound wrists 
as every muscle in his body 
strained. 

‘*T’m ready,’’ he said harshly. 

The hangman slipped a black 
hood over the condemned man’s 
head. He pulled it over his eyes, 
drew a string tight under his chin. 
He lifted the heavy noose over 
Graydon’s neck, tightened it. 

Then he stepped back to a lever 
sticking up like the hand-brake of 
a car—the instrument for spring- 
ing the trigger of the trap. He 
pulled the lever. 


OHN GRAYDON had called at 

the woman’s house twice in the 
two days he had been in town. Both 
pretexts had failed. 

Her name was Jane Scanlon, 
and she had an invalid husband 
who, his casual inquiries among 
the whittlers and tobacco-chewers 
in the general store had revealed, 
was never allowed to see visitors. 
Young Dr. Mason was treating him 
—for exactly what, no one was 
quite sure—and had forbidden ex- 
citement. 

It was Jeremy Seanlon that 
Graydon really wanted to see. He 
had a shrewd hunch that he might 
be able to tell the man something 
that would probably lengthen his 
life considerably. 

But Jane Seanlon regarded him 
with suspicion, refused to believe 
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that he bore a message of impor- 
tance or the papers for a legacy, 
and slammed the door in his face, 

The third time, however, she 
didn’t wait for him to get to the 
door, but opened it smiling and 
parted her lips to speak to him. 
Graydon’s eves widened in sus- 
picious astonishment. 

Then, abruptly, Jane Scanlon’s 
eyes went wide and blank. She 
trembled, suddenly went limp, and 
would have fallen had not John 
Graydon swiftly stepped forward 
and caught her in strong arms. 

For a second his eyes went be- 
yond her into the shadowed hall of 
the house; he glanced quickly over 
his shoulder. There was no one in 
sight. 

Then as he stepped inside and 
closed the door softly with his heel, 
he became acutely conscious of the 
limp girl in his arms. He had 
thought her older, before; now he 
saw she could be no more than 
twenty-five. 

Her body was slender and soft 
and warm, and surprisingly light. 
Graydon lifted her clear of the 
floor, slipped his right arm back 
of her shoulders so that his hand 
curled under her armpit and his 
fingers touched the outer curve of 
a small breast, firm and unbras- 
siered beneath the thin linen 
blouse. 

His left arm went beneath her 
knees, and her skirt fell back, 
bunehing in her lap and hanging 
free beneath as his arm tingled t? 
the pressure of smooth unstock- 
inged legs and the excitingly war™ 
skin of her thighs. 

Graydon carried her into the 
front room, walked through it int? 
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another. Before lowering her to 
the couch, he leaned over her and 
blew on the girl’s eyelids. That 
sometimes brought them around. 

The red, full lips, so close to his, 
parted with a tremor; her eyelids 
quivered; black shiny curls shook 
as she half lifted her head and 
looked at him dazedly. 


Regence rested his knee on 
the edge of the couch and de- 
posited his tempting burden on the 
tapestry coverlet. He let himself 
gaze for an instant on the revela- 
tion her disarrayed clothing gave 
him... slim legs uncovered to the 
teasing lacy edges of step-ins... 
firmly lifted young-looking breasts 
peeping forth where two buttons 
of her twisted blouse were undone. 
Then he made himself say sharply: 
‘*All right, sister—what’s it all 
about?’’ 

‘What happened?’’ she smiled 
a little. ‘Did I—faint?”’ 

Graydon shrugged. ‘‘You tell 
me. After slamming the door on 
my nose yesterday, you gave me 
the open arms today, and as soon 
as I got close enough you collapsed 
all over me—too damned neat. 
What’s the answer?” 

_For a second, a hard expression 
flitted across Jane Scanlon’s gold- 
flecked green eyes. Then she 
Pursed her lips and laughed softly. 

Maybe I decided I was too mean 

0 you.”’ 

“Then you'll let me talk to your 
husband? Graydon asked eager- 


“Yes. But’’—her languid voice 
drawled the measured words— 
e's in a remote rocm of the 
Suse, and the door is locked—be- 


cause he can’t be disturbed!’’ Her 
bell-like tone hited in irony. ‘‘ You 
can see him, but—wait! Maybe an- 
other reason JI let you in was be- 
cause I liked your looks.’’ 

‘*Sure,’’ thought Graydon, ‘‘and 
maybe you did it because I look like 
the founder of the Society for the 
Care of Enfeebled Canaries.’’ But 
he only lifted his eyebrows and 
leaned closer over her. He was 
here to find out things, and if this 
was the way to begin... ! 

Jane Secanlon’s small hands 
went to her blouse; deliberately 
she tore the last two buttons open 
so that the linen material parted 
down to her waist. Then she 
slowly lifted both arms above her 
head, and the firm little breasts, al- 
most boyishly small, daintily 
rounded, sprang free. She smiled. 

Graydon’s eyes flashed and a 
longing for her that he hadn’t in- 
tended hummed in his blood. Slow- 
ly he slid his left hand along the 
warm skin of her stomach, trailed 
his fingers across the softness of 
one pink-white mound. He ca- 
ressed the creamy globe in his 
hand gently. 


HEN Jane Scanlon moaned 

and threw her arms about his 
neck, he swiftly gathered her close, 
allowing her breasts to rub against 
his chest as he covered her eager, 
demanding mouth with his own dry 
lips. 

She wriggled closer against him 
and her arms tightened spasmod- 
ically about his neck . . . almost 
chokingly tight. And suddenly a 
warning flashed in his brain. He 
flung the girl away, tearing at her 
tenacious arms. 
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A million hot stars exploded in 
his brain. Shock jabbed the back 
of his skull, and his head seemed to 
compress for a minute part of a 
second. Then it started expanding, 
blowing up like a balloon, until it 
embraced all the roaring, pounding 
fires of the universe.... 


ig SEEMED hours later that 

Graydon floated back to con- 
sciousness, his temples hammer- 
ing, his tongue on fire. He tasted 
blood and felt the cut where he had 
bit his tongue when something had 
walloped him over the head from 
behind. 

He was in the same room and 
there were plenty of people. He 
guessed now that it had been hours 
. .. long enough for the county 
sheriff and the medical examiner 
and the town’s two cops to have 
smoked a floor full of cigarette 
butts. 

A pungent, nauseating odor pen- 
etrated his nostrils. It smelled odd- 
ly like burned fiesh. Graydon 
stirred with a groan. 

*‘He’s coming around,’’ said the 
sheriff grimly. 

Jane Scanlon, sitting on the edge 
of the couch, no more dressed than 
she had been, started sobbing hys- 
terically. She poured out her story 
again. It was simple, to the point, 
and no less grim because a well 
acted lie: 

This man, whom she did not 
know, had come to the house ask- 
Ing to see her husband about im- 
portant business concerned with a 
bequest. He had been quiet at 
first, but then he had attacked her 
brutally; and when her husband, 
hearing her cry, had hobbled into 


the room to protect her, the 
stranger had bludgeoned him with 
a blackjack and then struck her 
unconscious with his fist. 

She had awakened to find herself 
alone, had picked up the blackjack 
and hit her attacker with it from 
one side of the door as he re- 
entered. 

Jane Scanlon, without looking at 
Graydon, rubbed a blue bruise on 
her jaw. The sheriff said grimly: 
‘*He didn’t do anything except cut 
the body up with your wood-axe in 
the basement, stuff it into the fur- 
nace, and make a fire with gasoline. 
There’s nothing left except the 
charred bones—and the false teeth 
and ring and belt-buckle you iden- 
tified.’’ 

One of the cops muttered: 
‘“He’ll hang, all right!’’ 


HEN John Graydon plunged 
-*" down through the trap of the 
gallows, consciousness elung to 
him with cruel tenacity. In what 
was really an abnormally short 
drop, he seemed to fall for ages; 
and his sense of time was distorted 
as in a hashish dream, when heavy 
objects often seem to float like 
feathers to the floor. 

After an eternity a blinding 
sheet of light flashed before his 
open eyes on the screen of the black 
hood. A monstrous sledge-hammer 
of shock impacted upon the back 
of his neck. Numb paralysis helped 
him float... then with terrific sud- 
denness, a white-hot dagger ° 
pain drove deep into his neck, shot 
down his spine, and sheared into 
every splitting nerve and cell ° 
his body. = 

Exquisite agony traversed hit 
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in rapid-changing paths; vibrating 
needles seemed to generate in his 
throat, drive through him... all 
the blood in his body was boiling 
ap into his head, swelling it to in- 
conceivable proportions . . . tor- 
turous sensation hummed and 
throbbed like pulsating hell in his 
yery bones, and the sheet of light 


He put everything he had into 
the punch, 


in his eyes dissolved into bubbles 
of fire and trailed upward like an 
inverted shower. 

His tongue, swollen between his 
teeth, tasted these bubbles; his 
eyes, protruding and turgid, rolled 
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and followed them upward to 
where a nebulous black fog was 
gathering. The fog grew into a jet- 
black mushroom, descending slow- 
ly to envelop him... . It gathered 
momentum in a rush and enfolded 
him, its dark obliterating atoms 
pervading his brain. 


RAYDON awoke with a start. 
Consciousness did not drift to 
him gradually; it jolted him with a 
pang of agony, and he would have 
groaned except that his throat ap- 
peared to be too swollen for sound 
to escape. 

It was pitch-dark, and as he lift- 
ed a trembling hand to his horribly 
aching neck, he touched wood be- 
side and above him, and knew he 
was in a box—probably a coffin. 

For an instant panic and a ter- 
ror of being buried alive seized 
him. Then he forced calmness on 
his nerves. Voices came nearer 
and he recognized one as that of 
the cop who had quite accurately 
told him he would hang... . 

Well, he had; but somehow he 
was still alive. It had happened 
before in executions, where clumsy 
hanging had not broken the neck. 
They had cut him down and passed 
him for dead while a spark of life 
still remained. 

“‘Damned if we bury him!’’ mut- 
tered the other voice. ‘‘ Nobody but 
you and me knows that the tramp 
that died in jail here has disap- 
peared. We’ve got our split, and 
if Mason finds out we haven’t 
shipped the body to that medical 
school—!’’ 

“Tf we ship this guy instead,’’ 
said the cop, ‘‘and bury the coffin 


empty, nobody will know the dif. 
ference.’’ 

There was the sound of meta] 
being jammed under the coffin lid; 
nails shrieked as the wood was 
pried up. Graydon closed his eyeg 
as the light from an electric bulh 
struck them. 

“* Jeez,’’ muttered the cop. “‘I’m 
downing a slug of corn before we 
wrestle this stiff out of the box, 
Corpses give me the jitters.”’ 

“*T’ll have a couple myself.”’ 


Footsteps departed. John Gray- 
don stirred his muscles and in- 
stantly sparks of pain crackled 
through him like the fire in a spark 
gap. He gritted his teeth, choked 
back the impulse to cry out. 

He gripped the edge of the cof- 
fin with both hands and sat up. 
Some of the pain subsidca with 
movement, and he paused to mas- 
sage his tortured throat. 

The coffin was on the floor of 
what Graydon recognized as a 
room adjoining the sheriff’s office. 
An open window bellied its cur- 
tains as a cool mountain breeze en- 
tered his grateful lungs. 


Graydon braced himself, shook 
his throbbing head, and stepped 
from the coffin. He crossed the 
room swiftly, climbed out the win- 
dow and fell as his knees buckled 
under him on the dew-wet grass. 
The night was black with clouds 
as he slipped through the alley 
gate. 


Ten minutes later he crouched in 
the dark yard, laid his fingers on 
the window sill, and raised his head 
to peer into Jane Scanlon’s lighted 
cottage. 


THE MAN WHO WAS HANGED 
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pus whole mad whirl had run 
through his brain like a light- 
ning movie film. . . . His assign- 
ment by Eagle Indemnity to in- 
vestigate some queer cases in Jef- 
ferson County ... the frame-up 
that had hooked him... the swift, 
one-sided trial before a prejudiced 
jury ... his hanging that had left 
him alive.... 

And as he looked into the room, 
the germ of an idea that had long 
lurked deep in his mind was clari- 
fied into positive conclusion. 

Jane Scanlon lay on the sofa 
with only a shred of brassiere and 
step-ins. Her eyes flamed, and the 
pert breasts that had snared Gray- 
don shook with her irregular, 
panting breath. Dr. David Mason 
sat on the edge of the couch, lean- 
ing over her. Deliberately, he took 
her elbows and carried them ahove 
her head. His fingers slid slowly 
down to her armpits, trailed across 
the sensitive skin above her 
breasts. 

When she shivered and goose- 
flesh sprang under his questing 
fingers, he ripped the brassiere 
from her in a single gesture and 


placed both palms over her 
breasts. 
Jane Scanlon wriggled and 


threw one arm about his neck; with 
the other hand she caught his fin- 
8ers and pressed them harder on 
her breasts. Mason slid his fingers 
to the waistband of her step-ins 
and toyed with it. Jane Scanlon 
was breathing in short gasps and 
holding onto him with both 
hands... . 

Graydon had seen enough. ‘‘It’s 
Simple as hell, now!’’ he thought 
8rimly. He took a deep breath; 


strength had flowed into his 
muscles with the walk. He sprang 
from the ground and vaulted over 
the window sill into the room. 

Mason disentangled himself and 
wheeled with a livid, unbelieving 
curse, but Graydon was ready for 
him. 

‘God!’ Paralyzed by seeing a 
supposed dead man, the doctor 
stood there. Graydon was taking 
no chances and giving no quarter. 
He let go a swift drive for Mason’s 
jaw... put everything he had into 
a solid one, square on the button. 
Jane Scanlon screamed as her lov- 
er dropped like a sack of meal; she 
jumped up and sprang at Graydon, 
clawing hysterically at his eyes, 
deadly fear in her own. 

Gravdon laughed —a_horrid, 
rasping sound—and let her have 
it; a solid left to the chin that 
skinned his knuckles. Jane Scan- 
lon flew completely off the floor 
and dropped senseless across tne 
kayoed Mason. 


66V7OU can’t hang me twice!”’ 

Graydon laughed = grimly. 
Sitting on his own coffin, he 
glanced first at the gaping-jawed 
sheriff and then at two red-faced 
cops. 

The sheriff snapped his jaws 
closed and shook his head. ‘‘ You’ve 
got some things to prove, mister.”’ 

‘“‘T ean prove them all—every 
damn’ one!’’ snapped Graydon. 
‘“‘This guy Mason has pulled it 
once before. He’s been Magle In- 
demnity’s agent in Jefferson Coun- 
ty. He also happens to be a doc- 
tor, and he examines applicants 
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LOOK HOT! 
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Love Nest Loot 
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The girl had vital information; and 
they had silenced her the only pos- 
sible way. It was a case of love ver- 
sus politics, and Mace Mallory de- 
cided to side with romance 


The detective picked her up 

and, without another look at 

the corpse, started up the 
stairs. 


i : i retainer: 
vestigator for the Eagle I am enclosing $1,000 as 2 : 
5 S Come to my residence tonight for details. 


Detective Agency, braked Rordac Messi 
his coupe to a stop at the curb. 5627 Ardmore Drive: 
From his pocket he withdrew a 
letter and glanced at the message. The detective looked across the 
It read: sidewalk to the numerals wh! 
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Me MALLORY, chief in- — Dear Mr, Mallory: 


yj 


CA 


in and A ith 


Slowed under a lamp on the stone 


Bateway. It was the address he 
Sought. Mallory got out of his 


Car and entered the grounds. He 
strode up the dark path toward the 
residence. 

An aged sycamore thrust out its 


> 


MPAIGN 


gnarled branches like witches’ 
claws. White sections of its de- 
nuded trunk loomed like sinister 
ghosts lurking in the shadows. 
From a wing on the first floor a 
slit of orange light stabbed through 
a crack in a curtained window of 
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the house. 

Mallory stepped up on the land- 
ing in front of the entrance and 
reached for the door bell. His 
finger never touched the button. 
His arm remained as if frozen in 
midair. From within had come the 
report of a muffled shot; then an- 
other. The detective’s big frame 
tensed. He turned the knob. The 
door did not vield. 

Mace Mallory’s long legs car- 
ried him to the window from which 
the light shone. Velour hangings 
obstructed his view into the room. 
A feminine shriek split the air. 
There was a commotion. Spike- 
heeled shoes mingled with the 
shuffle of broader soles on the floor 
within. 

The detective’s hand plunged to 
his shoulder holster. He flipped 
his service gun as he drew it, 
caught it by the barrel. With the 
stock he banged against the leaded 
panes. Shattered glass tinkled. 
The scrimmage in the room ab- 
-Tuptly ceased. 

Mallory tore at the tough leaden 
strips. The metal network came 
from the sash. He vaulted into the 
room, brushed aside the velvet 
hanging and found himself in a 
library. Muscles rigid, his gun at 
his hip. the detective’s eyes swept 
the interior. 


Y a flat-topped desk the body 

of a man lay face up on the 
floor. An outstretched hand 
clutched a revolver in its stiffening 
fingers. Crimson spurted from his 
chest. A swivel chair was swung 
away from the desk. The ominous 
rattle of death gurgled from the 
dying man’s throat. His lips 


twitched weakly. Fluttering eyes 
looked beseechingly at Mallory. 

The detective dropped on one 
knee. ‘You have something to 
say?’’ he asked. 

The man’s features twisted. ‘‘T 
—I’m Gordon Newell,’’ he whis- 
pered. ‘‘Campaign manager for— 
for Dwight MacDonald. You are 
Mallory?’’ 

‘“Yes,’’ the detective replied and 
leaned closer to Newell’s lips. Mal- 
lory hoped to hear more concern- 
ing Dwight MacDonald who was 
the young reform candidate for 
mayor at the approaching election. 

MacDonald’s opponent was Cass 
Grainger, incumbent. The under- 
world had flourished during his 
two terms. 

“*T uncovered something against 
Mayor Gra‘nger,’’ the sinking 
Newell went on. ‘‘Some checks— 
big ones—endorsed by him. 
Grainger is receiving sums of 
money from Trigger Mattson, a 
notorious character.”’ 

“Yes. I understand, Mr. New- 
ell. Go on,’’ Mallory urged. 

‘MacDonald didn’t want me to 
—to use any mud-slinging meth- 
ods. But he must be elected. Un- 
beknown to MacDonald, his fiancee 
brought some police records of 
Trigger Mattson to light. The in- 
formation got out—somehow—to 
Mattson,’? Newell’s voice trailed 
thickly. 

‘*T_T hired you, Mallory, to pro- 
tect the girl. She—she’s in— 
danger.’? The dying man’s speech 
was scarcely audible. 

“Tl] get in touch with her at 
once, Mr. Newell. Where can 
find her?’’ 


CRIME CAMPAIGN 
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Gordon Newell’s lips moved no 
more. He stared vacantly. He 
was dead. 

The detective got to his feet. He 
pulled out one of the desk’s two 
drawers. Writing paper and en- 
yelopes were in it. The otler 
drawer was locked. Mace Mallory 
suddenly pivoted, gun leveled. A 
gasp from the adjoining room had 
reached his ears. He sprang to 
the doorway, swished aside the 
tapestry curtain and stood in a liv- 
ing room. 

On the rug, nesr an open stair- 
way, the huddled figure of a girl 
lay. Mallory leaped to her side. 

‘ Her skirt was up around her waist. 
Ivory thighs glimmered above 
knee-length hose. The sleuth turned 
her face upward from the carpet. 
A tattered bodice dropped from 
her creamy shoulders. One of her 
breasts thrust upward. a firm 
mound of luscious flsh, pomegran- 
ite tipped, tempting. 

Mallory’s pulse quickened. He 
put his finger tips in the smooth 
satiny valley between her bosoms. 
The feel of her soft throbbing 

reasts sent tingles through his 
whole frame. He lowered his head; 
Stared at bruises on her throat. 
The girl moaned through crimson 
lips. Her eyes were closed. 


The detective slipped an arm 
Under her knees, another under 
er armpits. He held her close, 
oked around and then started up 
€ open stairway. He felt her 

TM quivering breasts against his 
." chest; the pliant surface of 
; &t stomach under its light gar- 
bee « and the velvety contact of her 

8 On his hand. 
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N THE landing at the second 
floor, Mallory hesitated. The 
door to a room was open. He went 
in, found the light switch and 
clicked a boudoir into illumination. 
The detective kicked the door shut, 
crossed to the bed and laid the 
girl on the silken coverlet. He got 
a glass of water; touched it to her 
lips; rubbed her forehead and 
brushed back her chestnut hair. 

The girl’s long lashes fluttered. 
Brown eyes stared with fright. She 
sat bolt upright. Her lips trem- 
bled, ‘‘Wh—who are vou?’’ Her 
glance circled the room. ‘‘Where 
am ]?”’ 

‘*You’re in Gordon Newell’s 
house,*’ Mallory told her. ‘‘What 
do you know about his murder?’’ 
He flashed his hadge. ‘‘I’m a pri- 
vate detective.”’ 

The girl’s hand went to her open 
mouth. She gasped, ‘‘A detective! 
J—I mustn’t be found here!’’ Silk- 
sheathed legs slid to the floor. She 
stood wp. ‘*‘I—I must get away 
from here—quick!’’ 

Mallory grasped her bare arm. 
‘‘Not so fast, my dear. Better tell 
me what you know before the police 
get here.”’ 

‘The police!’’ the girl paled. ‘‘T 
mustn’t get mixed up with the po- 
lice!’’ She wrenched from Mal- 
lory’s grasp, bolted for the door. 

The detective picked her up bod- 
ily, tossed her on the bed. ‘‘Now 
will vou talk?’”’ he asked. 

“‘No!’’ she answered flatly. 
must get out of here.”’ 

“‘Okay, sister.’’ Mallory grasped 
the bosom of her dress, yanked. 
The entire gown ripped from her 
form. The girl gasped; reddened 
over her whole body. The sleuth’s 
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eyes swept over her alluring figure 
clad in a gossamer brassiere and 
transparent step-ins. 


‘*You—you beast!’’ her red lips. 


. shook. 

Mallory grinned, glanced at the 
open window. ‘‘Just to make sure 
you won’t go out over the porch 
roof. I’m going down stairs to 
phone the police. I'll be right 
back. You’ll have a chance to talk 
before they get here.’’ 

He took the key from the door, 
switched off the lights and went 
out. He locked the door and put the 
key in his pocket. Noiselessly he 
went down the carpeted stairs. At 
the bottom he suddenly stopped. 
His ears had caught a metallic click 
from the next room, the library 
where he had left the body of Gor- 
don Newell on the floor. 

Stealthily, the detective moved 
to the tapestry that separated the 
hving room from the library. He 
peered through a slit. His jaw 
dropped. A man was in the library. 
He wore pajamas and a long dress- 
ing-gown. He was bent over the 
desk, his hands delving into the 
drawer—the one Mallory had tried 
and found locked. 


ITH one whisk the detective 
sent the curtain grating over 

its iron rod. He leaped into the 
room, covered the pajama-clad 
man with his revolver, commanded, 
“Up with them, brother—don’t 
move!’’ Mallory advanced, 
jammed his gun into the man’s kid- 


neys. Ruthlessly he grasped him 
by the shoulder, wheeled him 
around. 


‘*T can explain, sir!’’ came from 
the thin white lips of the man. 


“Explain what?’’ The detective 
looked into his small eyes, at his 
sallow cheeks and mixed grey hair, 
““Who are you?”’ 

“I’m Mr. Newell’s secretary, 
sir. The shots woke me up. I came 
down and saw his body there.’’ 

“Why were you rummaging jy 
that drawer ?’’ 

““Mr. Newell had some important 
papers delivered to him this even. 
ing. I wanted to find out if they 
were stolen, sir.’’ 

““Were they?’’ 

“‘They were, sir. 
missing when I unlocked 
drawer.’’ 

For an instant, Mallory’s glance 
shifted from the man to the drawer 
which he had found fastened. His 
sharp eye noted the bent shaft of 
the lock, the marred edge of the 
woodwork. ‘‘You jimmie7 that 
—1’’ the detective’s voice choked 
off as he ducked. 

He winced as something pointed 
grazed his shoulder. The man had 
lunged at him with a paperknife. 

Mallory sprang at his attacker, 
caught his wrist, wrenched it. The 
man who had said he was Newell’s 
secretary went to the floor, the de- 
tective astride him. The pajama- 
clad man kicked, flayed with his 
arms. The sleuth raised his gun, 
brought down the butt. It thudded 
on the man’s skull. He lay still. 

Something crackled under the 
secretary’s jacket as Mallory put 
his hand on him. He reached 1 
side of the man’s garment, with- 
drew a bulky envelope. The dete 
tive put the package in his pocket. 
He clicked steel bracelets arou! 
his captive’s wrists. 

Mace Mallory went to the phon® 


I found them 
the 
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The girl picked up her glass of liquor, and suddenly 
flung it full 1 the gunman’s face. He staggered back. 


80t police headquarters. He asked 
or Lieutenant O’Neill, waited, 
then spoke: ‘‘Mace Mallory speak- 
mg. I’m at Gordon Newell’s resi- 

€nce. He’s been murdered.—Yes, 
vl wait for you.’’ The detective 
“Ung up, crossed the room to the 
Side opposite that from which he 
glad entered. 


Mallory slid the curtain from a 
window. The sash was up. He 
snapped his flash and examined 
the sill. A couple of blood spots 
stained it. Gordon Newell had evi- 
dently wounded his murderer. 


THE detective went back to the 
desk, sat down and took out 


62 


SPICY DETECTIVE STORIES 


the bulky package taken from the 
handcuffed secretary. In it were 
some canceled checks of large 
amounts. They had been made out 
by Floyd Mattson. They were en- 
dorsed on the back with the may- 
or’s signature, Cass Grainger. 

There was a white envelope in 
the package. The upper left hand 
corner bore the inscription of the 
police department of a distant city. 
It was addressed to Elsa Pierce 
and gave her apartment house and 
number. 

The detective’s brow creased. 
He mumbled the girl’s name to 
himself. He opened a newspaper 
that was lying on the desk. Two 
halftone reproductions met his 
gaze—pictures of a young woman 
and a man. The news item told of 
the couple’s coming marriage. The 
man was Dwight MacDonald, re- 
form candidate for mayor. Under 
the girl’s likeness was printed, 
Elsa Pierce. 

Mallory stared at the photo- 
graph. He visioned the girl locked 
in the bedroom upstairs. The girl 
from whom he had torn the clothes. 
She was Elsa Pierce—fiancee of 
Dwight MacDonald—the gir] that 
Gordon Newell had said was in 
danger and whom Mallory had 
been hired to protect! 

The detective returned the en- 
velope to his pocket, jumped up 
from his chair. Now he realized 
why Elsa Pierce, the girl he was 
holding, wanted to get out of the 
house. The reform candidate for 
mayor was unaware that she had 
visited Newell’s home with cam- 
paign matters. 

As Dwight MacDonald’s fiancee 
she didn’t want to be mixed up in 


a murder case. He must get her 
out before Lieutenant O’Neill ar- 
rived from headquarters. 

He rushed to the stairway lead- 
ing to the upper floor, put his foot 
on the bottom step. Outside, a 
siren moaned. Mallory halted. 
Shoes crunched on the gravel out- 
side of the front door. The bell 
rasped. 

The detective opened the portal. 
Police Lieutenant O’Neill and the 
medical examiner came in. ‘‘ Hello, 
Mallory,’’ O’Neill greeted. ‘‘Do 
you go out and wait for murders 
to happen? How come?’’ 

Mallory grinned. ‘‘ Newell sent 
for me. Before I got in I heard 
shois. I broke in the window, found 
Newell’s body.’’ The detective led 
them to the library; pointed to the 
dead man. Mallory turned to the 
manacled man v. ho had said he was 
Newell’s secretary. ‘‘ While I was 
looking around,’’ the sleuth ex- 
plained, ‘‘this fellow slipped in 
here. He tried to knife me. I 
tapped him on the head.’’ 

O’Neill wrapped the dead man’s 
gun in his handkerchief, put it in 
his pocket. The medical examiner 
inspected the gory wound in New- 
ell’s chest. ‘‘Got him through the 
lung,”’ the doctor said. 

Two uniformed, men came in 
with a stretcher. They took New- 
ell’s body away. O’Neill prodded 
the handcuffed man. The pajama- 
clad man blinked; looked up with 
terror-stricken eyes. ‘‘I—I didn’t 
do it, sir!”’ 

‘“Get up,’’ O’Neill ordered. The 
police Jieutenant turned to Mal- 
lory. ‘‘Tooked over the house?’ 
he asked. 

““Yes,”’ the detective nodded. He 
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hoped the officer would let it go at 


that. ; 
‘‘Let’s get going,’’ O’Neill said. 


ALLORY breathed in relief. 
He followed the medieal ex- 
aminer and O’Neill who took his 
prisoner. Outside, the police heu- 
tenant locked the door, put the key 
in his pocket. The detective stalled 
around his car until the officers 
from headquarters had gone. Then 
he went back and reentered the 
house by the smashed window. 

Taking the steps in leaps, Mal- 
lory reached the door of the bed- 
room where he had left the girl— 
the girl that he now knew was Elsa 
Pierce. 

He went into the boudoir, 
snapped on his flash and walked 
toward the bed. And then Mal- 
lory stopped as if his legs had 
turned to ice. His square jaw 
dropped. Elsa Pierce Jay on the 
bed. 

The coverlet was down, exposing 
her faultlessly-modeled body in the 
beam of the electric torch. And 
between the mounds of her firm 
breasts a jagged hole loomed! 
Crimson had flowed down the sat- 
iny valley of her bosoms, streamed 
over her rounded hips, and soaked 
into the bed clothes. 

Mallory went to the bedside, 
Stared at the naked inert form of 
the girl. He put his hand over her 
heart, There was no beat. Elsa 
Pierce was dead—stabbed to death! 

The detective glanced toward 
the open window. The lace curtain 
Wafted gently in the breeze. But 
through that opening the sinister 

and of death had crept in—to 
Elsa Pierce. 


Mace Mallory extinguished his 
flash and sat down in the darkness. 
His brain whirled as he pieced 
facts together. The girl had prob- 
ably been in the house when Newell 
had been shot. She had surprised 
the killer. That accounted for the 
scream he had heard, the ensuing 
commotion. 

‘The murderer had been fright- 
ened away when Mallory had 
crashed the window. And while the 
detective had been down stairs 
with the police the assassin had 
sneaked back into the house by the 
second story window, had silenced 
the lips of the girl forever. 

From his pocket, Mallory with- 
drew the envelope addressed to 
Elsa Pierce, now dead. He took 
out the contents. In the glow of his 
flash, two pictures—police photo- 
graphs—came to view. One of 
them was of a girl with light hair. 
Flo Adams was typed on the mar- 
gin. 

The detective smiled faintly. He 
recognized the girl. He had been 
in police court when this blonde 
had been there on a vagrancy 
charge. For future records, Mal- 
lory had jotted her name and ad- 
dress in his notebook. 

He seanned the other photo- 
graph from the envelope. It was a 
picture of a beady-eyed man. The 
name ‘‘ Floyd (alias Trigger) Matt- 
son’’ was at the bottom. The police 
records told of Flo Adams’ asso- 
ciation with Mattson in another 
city. 

And now, Gordon Newell, cam- 
paign manager for the reform can- 
didate, had found canceled checks 
endorsed by the mayor, Cass 
Grainger; proving that the city of- 
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ficial was receiving sums of money 
from this underworld character. 


MALLORY jumped up, left the 
room and vaulted down the 
stairs. He left the house by the 
damaged window. Leaping into his 
coupe he whirled the starter, 
mashed down on the throttle. The 
machine plunged into the night. 

Fifteen minutes later Mallory 
got out of his car at the curb of a 
side street. He went to the door 
of a stucco house set back in a 
parking. He punched the door bell, 
waited. A lamp clicked overhead. 
The door opened softly. A woman 
who had managed to squeeze her 
matronly figure into a form-fitting 
gown looked at him interrogatively. 

Mallory smiled, induced a mean- 
ing twinkle to his grey eyes. ‘‘A 
friend of mine, Flo Adams, she is 
still here?’’ the detective asked and 
stepped inside without an invita- 
tion. 

The woman surveyed him crit- 
ically. ‘‘Flo is not here anymore,”’ 
she replied. 

Mallory looked disappointed. 
‘““But you can tell me where I can 
find her?”’ 

She shook her head. ‘‘I’m afraid 
Flo wouldn’t want to see you any- 
more. She has a steady boy friend 
now.’”’ 

**Oh.’’ Mallory appeared crest- 
fallen. Then he grinned. 

Significantly, the woman arched 
her penciled eyebrows. ‘‘Perhaps 
another girl—might interest you?’’ 

‘“Perhaps,’’ Mallory replied. He 
followed the woman to a recep- 
tion room. She motioned to a chair 
and left. 


TX a few moments three girls came 

in. They wore diaphanous silks 
that left nothing to the imagina- 
tion. Three pairs of seductive 
thighs gleamed as they pirouetted 
the room. Swelling breasts peeped 
boldly from their flowing gar- 
ments. 

A red-haired girl sat on the edge 
of Mallory’s big chair. She put her 
bare arms around the detective’s 
neck, leaned close. <A _ brunette 
perched on the other side. The tip 
of her breast brushed his shoulder. 
She smiled enticingly. The third 
girl dropped on a carpet stool at 
the detective’s feet. Heady per- 
fume assailed his nostrils. 

Mallory put his arm around the 
redhead’s creamy shoulders. She 
slid into his lap, melted to him. 
The detective felt the girl’s warm 
flesh against him, the pliant breasts 
that crushed into his chest. The 
other two girls left. 

The red-haired girl got up, 
pulled at the sleuth’s hand. ‘‘ Come 
on, handsome.’’ 

Mallory remained in his chair. 
‘We can talk here,’’ he said. 

“Talk?’?? the girl frowned. 
“Talking won’t buy mamma, lin- 
gerie, handsome.”’ 

The detective passed her a bill. 
**Maybe this will.’’ 

The redhead dropped back on 
Mallory’s lap, took the money. 
‘‘What’s it all about, handsome?”’ 

“‘T want to know where Flo 
Adams hangs out.’’ 

The girl’s eyes searched Mal- 
lory’s face. ‘‘Flo’s traveling i 
big time now.”’ 

‘“Who’s the heavy sugar?’’ the 
detective asked. 
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“You—you beast!” she cried. Her red lips shook. 
“You've got nothing on me. You can’t get away with it.” 


“T’m not telling, handsome. Say, 
what’s the big idea?”’ 

“‘Just want to make a social 
eall,’’ Mallory grinned. THe pressed 
the girl close, felt her soft undu- 
lant flesh under his hand. His 


fingers strayed inside her silken 
gown, over the solid mounds of 
her breasts. The redhead quivered, 
breathed short, then straightened. 
“No soap, handsome; old stuff.’’ 
The detective dug out a ten dol- 
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lar bill; waved it under her nose. 
“Come on, beautiful. Tell me 
where I can find Flo.’’ 

The redhead eyed the note greed- 


ily. ‘‘She’s somewhere in the coun- . ' 


try. I don’t know where. We 
talked to each other on the phone 
for a few days. The last time I 
tried to get her they said the line 
was out.’’ 

**T’ll trade with you, beautiful. 
Give me that phone number. I’ll 
give you this bill.’’ 

The redhead took the banknote, 
stuffed it in her hose. ‘‘The num- 
ber is Arlington 7754,”’ she said. 

Mallory put the number in his 
notebook. The detective gathered 
the girl in his arms, got to his feet, 
planted a kiss on her scarlet lips 
and then dropped her in the chair. 
‘“‘Thanks, beautiful.’’ He left the 
room, strode out of the house to 
his car at the curb and tore away. 


ET BACK from the highway, 

an old gabled house loomed 
through a low fog when Mace Mal- 
lory quietly braked his coupe to a 
stop. Luck had favored him at the 
telephone company. The operator 
had known the location of the place 
listed under the number that the 
redhead had given him—the house 
where Flo Adams was supposed 
to be. 

Mallory got out of his car, turned 
up the collar of his cravenette top 
coat and surveyed the somber 
structure among the trees. Dark- 
ness enveloped the lower portion. 
From the window of a turreted 
room on the second floor light filt- 
ered through the foliage. The de- 
tective walked around the build- 
ing. Not a stir came from within. 
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He tried the rear door. It was 
locked. He tried several of his 
skeleton keys in the lock before it 
yielded. Inside, he snapped his 
flash, guided himself to the front 
of the house. 

He went up a stairway to the 
second floor. There was a door set 
in a rounded wall. He approached 
it, listened. There was silence. 

The detective took his service 
gun from its holster, gripped it in 


readiness. He banged the panel 
with his hard knuckles. 
“Who’s there?’’ a startled 


voice asked. 

‘‘Open this door,’’ Mallory or- 
dered. 

Inside, the faint sound of feet 
patted toward the door. The voice 
spoke again on the other side of 
the panel. ‘‘I can’t open the door. 
I’m locked in here, alone.’’ 

Another one o* the detective’s 
slender keys shot back the lock. 
Revolver leveled, Mallory kicked 
the door inward, poised himself on 
the threshold. 

A gasp came from the red sen- 
sual lips of a girl in the room. The 
sleuth’s sweeping glance took in 
her figure from her golden blonde 
hair to her bare feet. A tissue 
brassiere cupped her full swelling 
breasts. Her only other garment 
was a pair of step-ins of lace net- 
ting. Mallory gazed at her round- 
ed hips, the sloping contours of her 
white thighs, and the flat surface 
of her smooth stomach. 

The detective looked over the 
room; at the disarranged bed, 4 
table on which was a_ glass of 
liquor, cigarettes and an array 0 
food cartons. Mallory grinned. 
“About all I’ve seen tonight are 
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naked dames. What’s the lay here, 
Flo Adams?’’ He showed his 
padge. 

The blonde’s features went hard. 
‘¢¥You’ve got nothing on me, dick!”’ 

‘‘T might have, sister,’’ Mallory 
smiled sardonically. ‘‘ Gordon New- 
ell, campaign manager for Dwight 
MacDonald, was bumped off to- 
night. Newell had plenty on the 
mayor, Cass Grainger, hesides 
some police records of another per- 
son.’’? The detective produced the 
hig envelope. ‘‘This was in New- 
ell’s desk. His killer wanted to 
get hold of :t.”’ 

Mallory brought the canceled 
checks to light; then held up the 
police photograph of Flo Adams, 
the girl in front of him. ‘‘Recog- 
nize yourself?’’ he asked. 

The blonde stared. Her crimson 
lips parted. 

The detective showed the other 
photograph—the picture of the 
man with whom the criminal rec- 
ords stated consorted wtih Flo 
Adams. ‘‘Your boy friend, Trig- 
ger Mattson.’’ 

The yellow-haired girl’s face 
went ashen. ‘‘That stuff was 
found in—in the place where the 
Man was bumped off?’’ 

Mace Mallory nodded. “And a 
Firl who knew something about it 
Sot a knife through her heart.”’ 

The cigarette fell from the 
blonde’s trembling fingers. ‘‘My 
God!’ she gasped and dropped 
to a chair. 

“It might be a little messy when 

€ police question you, sister.’’ 


FLO ADAMS leaned forward in 
her chair. ‘‘But I had nothing 
to do with it! I’ve been locked up 
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here for nearly a week! They even 
took my clothes so as I couldn’t 
take a run-out powder on them!’’ 

““Who are they, Flo?’’ 

The girl’s lips quivered. She 
looked up helplessly at the detec- 
tive. 

Mallory sat down alongside of 
her, put his arm around her, under 
her armpits. His fingers slipped 
under her wispy brassiere; sank 
into the resilient flesh of her breast. 
‘‘¥Tow do you happen to be locked 
up here?’’ he asked. 

The blonde swallowed nervously. 
‘‘This—this is Cass Grainger’s 
place, the mayor’s. I’ve been kick- 
ing around with him for a time. 
The other night he brought me out 
here for a party. Cass got stewed. 
We were going back to town to- 
gether when—when Trigger Matt- 
son blew in. Trigger got sore.’’ 

‘““What about?’’ 

“Trigger told the mayor he’d 
have to lay off me until after elec- 
tion. Cass got warty, said he’d do 
as he damned please. Trigger 
bundled him into his car and took 
him away. Trigger didn’t want me 
seen in town so he took my clothes 
to keep me here. He had the phone 
disconnected and locked me in 
with some damned canned goods.”’ 

“How come that Trigger can 
tell the mayor, Cass Grainger, 
where to head in?’’ Mallory asked. 

“Trigger can throw lots of 
votes,’’ the blonde explained. 
““Cass needs them to get that 
mayor joh again. If that reform 
mug, MaeDonald, gets in, Trigger’s 
dumps will he closed.’’ 

Mallory stared thoughtfully. ‘I 

(Continued on page 110) 


INDISCREET 
Gace ws CORPSE 


By KEN COOPER 


Actress to her finger-tips, 
the girl toyed with the de- 
tective. He wanted to be- 
lieve her... Yet her story 
made even more puzzling 
this maelstrom of murder 


AYNE TAYLOR breathed: 
a momentous sigh of relief 


as the last act curtain de- 
gcended on Flight of Fancy, a 


sémystery thriller’? with neither 


mystery nor thrills! He hurried 
up the aisle, through the lobby, out 
on the sidewalk, resolving never 
again to accept a publicity man- 
ager’S invitation to attend the 
opening of a crime play. It was 
one time when having a reputation 
as a criminal investigator was a 
handicap! 

He lit a cigarette while waiting 
for his black limousine to pull up 
to the curb. Of course, there had 
been one redeeming feature about 
Flight of Fancy. Her name was 
Aline Carr and her body was like 
something out of Rubens pared 
down to twentieth century propor- 
tions. 

Wayne remembered the orchid 
negligee she had sported in the 
boudoir scene. Her satiny breasts 
were full-fleshed globes under it, 
and her hips were pink and volup- 
tuously curved. Not bad at all. 

Kawi, Wayne’s  butler-chauf- 
feur-assistant, nodded from behind 
the wheel as he brought the car up 
to the curbstone. Wayne opened 
the door and stepped inside. 
“Home, Kawi, and don’t spare the 
horse-power. I need plenty of 
Scotch and soda after that dish!’ 


HE LEANED back and some- 
thing soft brushed up ayainst 
him. He jerked around. In the mo- 
Mentary light of a street lamp he 
Saw frightened brown eyes, straw- 
berry lips, and the excited swell of 
young breasts. 
‘‘T’ve got to talk fast, Mr. Tay- 
lor,” the girl at his side panted. 
‘I want you to help me get some 


letters back. They are being held 
by Vernon Elton, the theatrical 
producer. I’ve been, paying and 
paying to keep him from informing 
my husband, but I can’t do it any 
more!’’ Her voice broke. ‘‘I know 

you can get them for me!”’ 
Wayne reached beneath the seat 
and turned the switeh that set the 
two speaking tubes on either side 
of the ear working. The one curl- 
ing down to Kawi’s ear would 
bring him each word the myster- 
69 


70 


SPICY DETECTIVE STORIEs 


= REIS RRS REI EE A at 


ious girl spoke. Sometimes a wit- 
ness came in handy. 

‘“Who are you and how did you 
get into my car?’’? Wayne ques- 
tioned. 

“‘T’m Wanda Van Atta. My hus- 
band is Roger Van Atta, the inter- 
national law expert. I noticed in 
the theatrical section of the paper 
that you were attending the open- 
ing of this play. I got the license 
number of your car from the regis- 
tration bureau. I was afraid to 
see you at your home because I 
know I’m always being followed. 
Even now—”’’ 

Wayne glanced out the rear win- 
dow. He leaned forward. ‘‘Take 
Tenth Avenue, Kawi.’’ Then, to 
the trembling girl. ‘‘You wrote 
the letters to Elton?”’ 

‘¢Ves,’? 

“‘Why should anyone be follow- 
ing you?”’ 

Her hand fell on his arm. ‘*I— 
I don’t know, but I have that feel- 
ing. As though I were being con- 
stantly shadowed.”’ 


HE limousine swung into Tenth 

Avenue, moved slowly along the 
dark thoroughfare. Again Wayne 
glanced out the rear window. His 
jaw tightened. ‘‘All right, Mrs. 
Van Atta,’”’ he said, ‘‘but you'll 
have to give me more information 
than you have.’’ He caught a whiff 
of perfume eddving up from the 
valley of her breasts. 

‘*There isn’t anything else I can 
tell you. Elton promised me the 
lead in a play. He made violent 
love to me. I must have been mad 
to listen to him, but I did. I wrote 
him some damaging notes. Now 
he’s holding them over my head.” 


She came closer. ‘‘T know you cay 
help me if anyone can. [71] call voy 
in a day or two. Now you’d better 
let me out.’’ 

Wayne gave the order and the 
limousine stopped at the next eor. 
ner. The girl stepped to the pave. 
ment. ‘‘I’m counting on your 
help,’? she breathed. The door 
slammed shut and she hurried up 
the street. Wayne spoke into one 
of the speaking tubes. 

‘*Cirele the block as fast as you 
ean, Kawi, and come baek on Tenth 
Avenue. We were being followed 
by a sedan and I think there’s 
trouble on the way!”’ 

Motor roaring, the big car raced 
around the block. Coming into 
Tenth Avenue again, Wayne 
peered down the inky street. His 
heart leaped. He was just in time 
to see a figure spring out of the 
sedan, whip a hand over Wanda 
Van Atta’s mouth, and drag her 
into the ear. Before the door 
slammed shut it was away like a 
grevhound. 

“Follow them!’? Wayne barked. 
“Cut your brights and run with 
parking lights. Keep far enough 
behind so they won’t suspect any- 
thing.’’ 

The sedan sped uptown, circled 
up off the drive and headed across 
George Washington Bridge. At 
the Jersey side, after paying the 
toll, it took the bleak Palisades 
road. Kawi followed it at a dis 
tance of a quarter of a mile. Wayne 
erawled through the front window 
aud slid into the seat beside the 
Javanese. 

‘‘Swell night for a murder,’’ he 
commented grimly, looking at the 


““ JNDISCREET CORPSE . 


71 


en ee ee — 


somber, starless sky. “Got your 

n?”’ 

“Instructions always carry 
same,’’ Kawi replied laconically. 
‘©You heard what she said?’’ 

‘Think lady speak truth but un- 
aware of evil machinations.’’ Kawi 
slowed down as the tail-light of the 
sedan described an are and van- 
ished. 

“Took a side road,’’ Wayne 
muttered. ‘Pull up quietly and 
cut your motor.’’ 

Wayne stepped out of the hm- 
ousine when it reached the side 
road. He could hear the motor of 
the sedan, knew it was idling. 

“You stay here, Kawi,’’ he in- 
structed. ‘‘If you hear a shot, 
come on the run.”’ 


Flety yards from the main 

thoroughfare Wayne picked 
up the red tail-light gleam. Auto- 
matic in hand, he crept up behind 
the sedan. It was parked in front 
of what looked like a deserted care- 
taker’s shack, but there was no 
driver behind the wheel. 

Wayne made a mental note of 
the license number : L-4832-C. The 
flash of an electric torch through 
the window of the shack caught his 
eve. Ducking low he scampered 
across the road. On hands and 
knees he crawled to the low win- 
dow sill. 

Part of the glass vane was out 
and he caught the guttural accents 
of a foreign voice. Inch by inch he 
Taised hfs. head until he could peer 
into the interior of the shack. 

The sight that met his eves 
turned his blood into ice. For a 
Split second he was held rigid by 
the horror of the scene. One man 


had the white light of an electric 
torch trained on the bared breasts 
of Wanda Van Atta, and another 
was down on his knees beside her, 
a. steel-bladed stiletto raised to 
plunge through her heart. 

Wayne’s gun came up with a 
jerk. Thunder roared and forked 
orange flame leaped out of the 
muzzle as a lethal bullet winged 
into the killer’s spine, arching him 
in a spasmodic curve and dropping 
him to the floor. 

For an instant the knife blade 
flashed as it spun out of the man’s 
hand, but in the next breathless 
fraction of time the searchlight 
went out and darkness blanketed 
the murder scene. Wayne side- 
stepped and plunged through the 
door of the shack. His foot caught 
in a loose floor-board and he went 
down in a heap. 

The light flashed on, blinding 
him with its intensity. He raised 
his gun to plow a bullet at its 
source, but the trigger refused to 
respond to the pressure of his fore- 
finger. It was jammed! He clubbed 
the weapon as the shadow behind 
the light came at him. 

Something hissed through the 
air, came down with a frightful 
crash on the top of his head. Ev- 
erything went brilliant, and from 
brilliiancy to impenetrable dark- 
ness. 


HE sensation of returning con- 

sciousness was not a new one 
to Wayne Taylor, but somehow 
each uplift from the bottomless pit 
of miasma had its own distinct fea- 
tures. This time he was envision- 
ing himself making violently suc- 
cessful love to Aline Carr. 
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One hand was moving up the 
velvet sheen of a thigh and the 
other was comfortably cupped 
about the passionate swell of a 
full-blown breast. But when his 
eyes opened, the illusion was no 
more. Kawi’s impassive, Oriental 
face looked down at him. Wayne 
managed a smile; a smile that 
Kawi did not return. 

‘Explosion from revolver come 
too late,’’ the Javanese said. 

Wayne licked his dry lips. ‘‘Too 
late for what?”’ 

‘‘For to apprehend fleeing indi- 
vidual. Can see only back of de- 
parting automobile upon arrival. 
However, secure registration num- 
erals. Same being L-4832-C.’’ 

Wayne sat up and gingerly felt 
the bump on the top of his head. 
Suddenly he went rigid as recollec- 
tion returned. 

‘What about the Van Atta wom- 
an? They were going to kill—”’ 

Kawi picked his small hand 
flashight from the floor and 
trained its circle of light to the 
center of the room. A gasp broke 
from Wayne’s lips. Wanda Van 
Atta was stretched on her back, the 
bone handle of the stiletto protrud- 
ing trom the blood-soaked hill of 
her left breast. 

‘*Dead!”’ 

A peculiar pang shot through 
Wayne’s heart. It was not that 
sanguinary death affected him, but 
merely the thought that only a bare 
hour or so ago he had felt those 
breasts warm and living against 
his chest, those pale hands elutch- 
ing his shoulders, those color- 
drained lips raised in supplication. 
The pain of his head wound was 
forgotten as he came to his feet. 


‘“Where’s the one I got?’ he 
questioned. 

Kawi scanned the room with Q 
flash, It was empty except for 
broken chair. ‘‘Individual who eg. 
cape evidently take companion. 
You think you kill him?’’ 

“T don’t know. Got him in the 
back. He must have bled.’’ 

There was a pool of coagulated 
blood a few feet away from wherg 
Wanda Van Atta’s life fluid had 
puddled and grown hard. Wayne 
seraped it off with a knife, folded 
the gruesome evidence into a 
handkerchief. He stood erect and 
looked at the cold, still body of the 
girl. One breast was carmine- 
streaked, the other alabaster white, 

‘*You were pretty much right, 
Kawi,’’ he muttered. ‘‘The mach- 
inations were damned evil!”’ 


APTAIN DARLING of the 
state police faced Wayne 
across a desk at headquarters. 

‘“‘Good God, man,’’ he blurted. 
“How can we keep a_ killing 
quiet?”’ 

Wavzie toved with the murder 
knife, found to be devoid of finger- 
prints. ‘For twenty-four hours,” 
he said quietly. ‘‘Tell the press 
you suspect attempted suicide. 
that Mrs. Van Atta is not dead, 
just injured. You can’t reveal her 
whereabouts, either. I’ll inform 
her husband and handle all details 
of the case.’? He rose. ‘‘And by 
tomorrow midnight I’ll have your 
man! In case vou hear of the ma” 
I shot, let me know.’’ 

Racing across the bridge to 
Manhattan, Wayne outlined bis 
plan of procedure to Kawi. ‘‘We’ve 
got to get to Elton ina hurry—but 


JINDISCREET CORPSE 


73 


innocently. I’ll call Max Meyer 
and tell him I want to meet Elton 
about a play. Fron then on it’s 
Just pot-luek.’’ 

At his bachelor apartment, 
Wayne phoned Mever, the booking 
agent. ‘‘T want an introduction to 
Vernon Elton, Max. I’ve written 
& play and—”’ 

Meyer’s voice boomed over the 


phone. ‘‘C’mon down right away! 
I’m throwing a party for Aline 
Carr. Elton’ll be here sometime 
tonight !’’ 

Wayne snapped up. 
isn’t there vet?’’ 

**No, but he’ll show up! C’mon, 
I got more chorus girls than you 
can shake a stick at and plenty of 
1911 bubble-water.”’ 

Wayne assented and hung up. 
Things were beginning to shape 
themselves. Vernon Elton was ab- 


**He—he 


Wayne lunged for the lamp as 
the door opened, revealing a man 
with leveled gun. 
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sent from the Meyer blowout. That 
looked suspicious. Aline Carr was 
present. That sounded auspicious! 
A vision of the actress in that or- 
chid negligee flashed before him. 
Warm, full breasts and hot lips. 
It didn’t mix with murder, but he 
might kill two birds with one stone. 

He turned to Kawi. ‘‘Meyer’s 
throwing a party for an actress. 
He says Elton will be there.’’ His 
mind crackled at lightning speed. 
‘‘Before I go down I think I’d bet- 
ter call Van Atta before I go. I 
don’t want him to crab the works 
by putting in a missing alarm to 
the New York police.”’ 

A very English voice responded 
to his call. Mr. Van Atta was out 
of town, would not return until 


the following evening. Wayne’ 


hung up. 

‘*Just what we want, Kawi! By 
the time Van Atta gets back we’ll 
be able to tell him the truth. Come 
on, down to Max Meyer’s.’’ 


HE theatrical agent’s party was 

in full swing when Wayne ar- 
rived. A platinum blonde chorine, 
combining natural exuberance 
and Max Meyer’s 1911 champagne, 
was dancing atop a grand ptano, 
her costume a turkish towel and 
a smile. 

‘‘H’ya, han’some!’’ she greeted 
as Wayne entered the room, add- 
ing to the verbal salutation by low- 
ering the towel to her hips. 
Wayne’s eyes traveled the length 
of her slim nudity. Her calves 
were a little too muscular, but the 
lithe ripple of her thighs and what 
he could see of her curved hips 
made up for it. Her breasts were 
small, but rounded like California 


oranges and set high on her chest, 

Max Meyer, surrounded by g 
bevy of beauties, spotted the pri- 
vate investigator. He was over in 
a moment, bubbling gleefully, 
“‘The first thing is to meet Aline,” 
he gushed, ‘‘and the second is to 
have a drink of my 1911 fizz!’’ 

If the champagne was half the 
wine that Aline Carr was the vo- 
luptuous woman, it would be damn’ 
good stuff, Wayne decided as he 
acknowledged Max’s introduction 
to the actress. 

‘‘He’s got a play he wants to 
show Vernon,’’ Max explained. ‘‘A 
detective play, Wayne?”’ 

Wayne nodded. ‘‘Er—yes, in 
a sense.’’ 

Aline Carr’s violet eyes nar- 
rowed. The tip of her tongue 
moved sensuously about her blood- 
red lips, leaving a damp glitter in 
its wake. The succulently feline 
motion sent a _ shiver through 
Wayne. His eyes dropped to the 
neckline of her red satin evening 
gown, 

Her large, gloriously white 
breasts were half-exposed, their 
inner bourdaries touching one an- 
other and forming a delicately 
shadowed valley. 

‘“‘From what I’ve heard, Mr. 
Taylor,’’ she said softly, ‘‘you 
should be able to do a fine detective 
play. I’m sure Vernon will be glad 
to read it.’’ 

Max nodded vehemently. ‘‘Es- 
pecially if Aline says he should.”’ 
He winked broadly. ‘Aline and 
Vernon are like this.’’? He crossed 
two fingers. 

The agent’s coarse witticism 
germinated an idea in Wayne’s 
mind. To avoid undue suspicion. 
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it might be smart to work through 
the actress. If Aline Carr and 
Vernon Elton were as friendly as 
Meyer seemed to indicate, she 
would know something about El- 
ton’s relations with Wanda Van 
Atta. 

‘“‘Mr. Elton is expected here, 
isn’t he???’ Wayne questioned. 

Aline shrugged her nude shoul- 
ders. ‘‘He was, but I don’t know 
what happened. I left him at the 
theater. Max, do you want to give 
him a ring at his apartment?”’ 


AX MEYER returned with a 
glass of champagne and in- 
formation relative to the pr »ducer. 
“¢Tyo reasons why he didn’t come. 
First, his car was stolen from out- 
side the theater, and second, he’s 
got a headache and doesn’t feel 
well. He sends you his love and 
he’ll see you tomorrow mavbe.’’ 

Wayne suppressed his eager- 
ness to plunge further into the 
maelstrom of mystery. A stolen 
ear and a headache sounded lke 
earefully planned alibis. 

Someone struck up a lively dance 
tune on the piano. At his indica- 
tive nod, the actress rose from her 
chair and came gracefully into his 
arms. Graeccfully, easily. her un- 
dulating curves adjusted them- 
Selves to Wavyne’s well-built body. 
Rach forward step he took brushed 
his knee between her thighs. The 
Velvet warmth of the contact sent 
thrill waves tumbling tk ‘ough him, 
vying in pleasure with the sensa- 
tions engendered by his palm on 
her bare back. 

She leaned forward and looked 
Up at him. Her lips were a lushly 
damp invitation, parted to reveal 
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sparkling white teeth. Wayne’s 
eyes were drawn magnetically to 
the bared white globes of her 
breasts. They were probably like 
velour to the touch; warm velour. 

“You wouldn’t want to tell me 
the plot of your play, would you?’’ 
she queried. 

Wayne smiled down into her 
fascinating eyes. ‘‘I’d be glad to, 
Miss Carr.’’? Forgotten, momen- 
tarilvy, was his mission. This 
seemed like a golden opportunity 
to be alone with her, possibly to 
pay concrete attention to the 
charms he had seen under the or- 
enid negligee from a sixth row cr- 
chestra seat. ‘“‘It’s rather noisy 
here,’’ Wayne remarked, ‘‘hut—”’ 

Her shaded eyelids lowered. ‘‘T 
had planned leaving, anyhow. If 
vou’d care to stop at my apart- 
ment we could discuss it there.’’ 

““Splendid!’?? Wayne’s pulses 
raced at the prospect. ‘‘I have my 
car downstairs. This is an unex- 
pected treat.”’ 


LINE CARR’S suite at the 

Belvedere Arms was hardly in 
the best of taste, but a sumptuous- 
ly soft couch and low amber lights 
compensated for the fat-bellied, ro- 
coco eupids adorning the paneled 
walls. She removed her wrap, 
crossed to a whiskey cabinet and 
prepared highballs. Back on the 
couch, she crossed her long legs 
and turned to Wayne. 

‘* Act 1, Scene 1,’’ she said smil- 
ingly. 

Wayne fumbled for the germ of 
an idea. ‘‘Hr—the title is The In- 
discreet Corpse. It concerns the 
murder of a woman and—and the 
subsequent apprehension of the 
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murderer by means of bringing the 
dead person back to life and luring 
the killer into making another at- 
tempt at murder.”’ 

Word by word and scene by 
scene he reconstructed the brutal 
killing of Wanda Van Atta, con- 
stantly searching her face for some 
sign of recognition. But there was 
none. She remained impassively 
beautiful, her violet eyes exhuding 
a fascination far more potent than 
the amber liquor in his tall high- 
glass glass. Even the casual men- 
tion of letters brought no reaction. 

Wayne took one final stab. 
‘““This plot,’’ he said slowly, ‘‘is 
based on a case of blackmail with 
which I’m engaged at the present 
time.”’ 

She nodded approvingly. ‘‘It 
sounds terribly real. I’m certain 
Vernon will consider it. Another 
drink?”’ 

Wayne shook his head negative- 
ly. ‘‘No, thanks.’”? He had to keep 
clear. His eyes dropped to the 
swell of her breasts, a movement 
she caught. She came to her feet. 

““Would you mind if I got into 
something more comfortable, Mr. 
Tayvlor?’’? The crimson tips of her 
fingers brushed across the tight 
bodice of her gown. Wayne 
watched the sensuously seductive 
play of her hips as she walked into 
an adjoining room. 

She returned shortly, the red 
satin gown having given way to 
a peach chiffon peignoir. Wayne 
drew in his breath sharply. The 
garment was hazily diaphanous, 
revealing the columnar whiteness 
of her full-fleshed thighs, bias-cut 
step-ins sheathing her hips, and 
the sweet roundness of her breasts, 


all but bursting the confines of a 
net brassiere. 

She approached the console ra- 
dio, twisted the dials. Soft dance 
music emanated from the grilled 
loud speaker. 

‘“Dance?’’ she queried. 


PArxe rose. The roof of his 
»**" mouth was dry. She came into 
his arms swiftly. In every sense 
the atmosphere was perfect. The 
faintly warm glow of one orange 
table Jamp provided the room’s 
only illumination. When its light 
fell across her face, it blended with 
the flesh tints, creating an exotic 
illusion of cream enamel, broken 
only by the strident flame of her 
mouth. 

Wayne’s hand slipped down 
from the small of her back until his 
finger tips touched the outward 
swell of warm flesh. A tremor 
shot through her and she missed a 
step. Not a word was spoken, but 
understanding passed between 
them. 

Somehow, Wayne found the 
eouch. Aline leaned back and away 
from him, but his mouth flew up 
her bare arm and buried itself in 
the pulsating hollow of her throat. 
Ilis fingers, tense and eager, parted 
the peignoir to reach soft warm 
flesh. 

She moaned softly and her lips 
beckoned. In that first kiss, she 
seemed to find an outlet for her 
voluptuousness. Her eyes, burn- 
ing like coals, were pools of desire. 
The throb of eestasy in Wayne’s 
ears was a roaring cataract. 

Under his searching fingers the 
peignoir fell away, the brassiere 
slipped from her shoulders, and 
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Before he could strike, two hands seized 


him from beneath the bed. 


the mature lushness of her was be- 
fore him, almost begging the thrill 
of his caresses. 

It was this that deafened him to 
the turning of a key in the front 
door lock, to the soft pad of enter- 
ing feet. Only when a harsh voice 
rasped a command did he realize 
that they were not alone. 

‘‘All right, Taylor, stick ’em 
up!’ the voice snapped. 

Wayne jerked erect, | s back to 
the door. His arms cam: up slow- 
ly. The expression of horror on 
Aline Carr’s face amused him. 

she was an actress to her finger- 
tips, if nothing else. 

Wayne drew a deep breath. He 


tal il 
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gauged the distance to the table on 
which the orange lamp stood. 
Darkness would give him half a 
chance. 

He was off the couch like a wild 
eat. A gun thundered and a whis- 
tling bullet creased his temple, 
burning like fire. The flat of his 
hand hit the lamp hase, swept it to 
the floor. Darkness was [ollowed 
by the melodie tinkling of glass. 
Wayne crouched low, wondering 
when the next shot would be wing- 
ing his way. 

An electric sign, blinking on and 
off, threw its intermittent hght 
across the couch, revealing Aline 
Carr in a position of tense terror. 
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UDDENLY the door opened and 

a shadowed figure slipped out 

of the apartment. Another shot 

echoed eerily before Wayne could 

get to his feet. Aline came off the 

couch, intercepting him as he head- 
ed for the door. 

‘‘Please!’’? she screamed. 
‘Please don’t go! He’ll kill you!”’ 

Wayne tried to break loose but 
her arms were tight around his 
neck. He heard sounds of a scuffle 
in the outer hall. Finally he tore 
away, hurling the actress to the 
floor. In the hallway he drew up 
short. 

Kawi was stretched out on the 
eold marble, blood pouring from a 
vicious gash in his head. The gun- 
man was nowhere in sight, but a 
half-open door indicated he had 
taken to the rosf. Wayne gave 
chase, but the man had too big a 
lead. “ 

Returning to the hallway, he 
lifted Kawi and carried him into 
Aline Carr’s apartment. A brown 
leather pass case was clutched in 
the Javanese’s hand. 

Smeling salts and a cold com- 
press brought Kawi around. His 
almond eyes blinked wonderingly 
as he looked up at Wayne. 

“Individual entering look sus- 
picious,’’ he said by way of ex- 
planation. ‘‘Think it wise to fol- 
low.”’ 

Wayne nodded. ‘‘Very wise. 
Where’d you get this pass case?” 

‘From individual’s inner pocket 
when grappling with him. Trust 
same is of value.’’ 

“tT don’t know. It contains pa- 
pers of identifieation for Hans 
Mueller, together with a member- 
ship card in the Friends of New 
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Germany. That and a mesage jp 
code. Would you remember t{} 
bird that knocked you out, Tawi 
if you saw him again?’ ; 

The Javanese shook his head 
negatively. ‘‘Individual wearing 
mask, sir. Impossible to identify,” 

Wayne turned to Aline Carr; 
cringing in a corner. ‘‘ Now you've 
got plenty to explain, baby. Who 
was it you called when you left me 
to change into that cobweb ont. 
fit?’’ 

The actress’ lips trembled. ‘No. 
body! I didn’t call a soul! I swear 
I didn’t!” 

‘“Then who was it took that shot 
at me and how did he know I was 
here?’’ 

Her breasts heaved tumultuously 
beneath their scant covering. ‘I 
don’t know! Believe me, I don’t!” 

Wayne scowled. ‘‘Okay, but it’s 
damned funny you stopped me 
from giving chase. Afraid I might 
get hurt, is that it?’’ Sarcasm 
dripped from every word but it was 
lost on her. 

‘“Yes,’’ she panted. 


N idea flashed through Wayne’s 
mind. He thought of ‘The 
Indiscreet Corpse’’ as more than 
a hastily constructed figment of 
his imagination. Why not bring 
this mystery to its logical conclu 
sion in the same manner? Wanda 
Van Atta was dead, but as far as 
her killer knew she was still alive. 
‘‘You’re coming with me, Miss 
Carr,’’ he said. ‘‘Get into some 
clothes . . . and keep the door te? 
your bedroom open!’’ 
Kawi, still dazed from the blow 
he had received, sat in the rear 0 
the limousine with Aline Carr while 
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Wayne drove to his apartment. The 

est room was prepared for the 
actress, but before she entered it, 
she faced Wayne. 

‘J want you to believe I-kept you 
from following that man for your 
own good,”’ she said softly. ‘‘I 
don’t know what vou have in mind 
by making a prisoner of me, but 
at least believe my sincerity.’’ 

Wayne followed her into the 
room, closed the door. ‘‘You knew 
Elton was blackmailing Wanda 
Van Atta, didn’t you?’’ he ques- 
tioned. 

Her eyes flickered. ‘‘I—I knew 
she was backing his productions.”’ 

‘‘Because of some letters he had 
in his possession?’’ 

‘Yes.’” ' 

Wayne gripped her arms. ‘‘ Well, 
Wanda Van Atta was stabbed to 
death in a Jersey hut at eleven- 
thirty tonight!”’ 

She stiffened and a gasp of hor- 
ror broke from her lips. ‘‘No! Oh, 
God, no!’’ She went limp against 
him. 

“T’m telling you this because 
I’m planning to use you to trap 
the killer,’? Wayne continued. ‘‘To 
all intents and purposes, you will 
be Wanda Van Atta... a corpse 
come to life!’ 

The telephone rang stridently. 

Wayne released Aline and 
Stepped out to the foyer. It was 

aptain Darling of the Jersey state 
Police. The body of a German with 
a bullet hole in his back had been 

Shed out of the river. 

“Listen, Taylor,’? the police 
Official protested, ‘‘we can’t keep 
that murder under cover much 
ONger,’’ 

Wayne spoke softly into the 
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receiver. ‘‘You won’t have to, 
Darling. Just send a sample of the 
German’s blood over to me at once. 
T’ll have your killer before mid- 
night tomorrow.”’ 


AWI, his scalp wound dressed, 
appeared at Wayne’s call. 
‘‘Feel well enough to go on an er- 
rand?”’ The Javanese nodded. 
“‘Okay. Rush down to the Evening 
Enquirer office and tell Carson, the 
night city editor, that I want all 
the morgue has on Hans Mueller, 
if anything, together with any 
photographs he can dig up. There 
should be something under the Nazi 
file. Get back as soon as you can.’’ 
Before returning to the guest 
bedroom, Wayne mixed two high- 
balls. In one he dropped a white 
pellet of morphia. Aline was sitting 
on the bed when he entered. Her 
eyes were fevered pools in her pale, 
frightened face. She accepted the 
drink, gulping it down as though 
her throat were parched. 

‘*When—when did you say that 
woman was killed?’’ she whispered 
huskily. 

‘*About eleven-thirty. The mor- 
phia would be working soon. 
‘Why?”? 

She passed a hand over her fore- 
head. ‘‘Oh—er—Nothing.”’ 

Wayne gripped her arm. ‘“‘If 
vou know anything, Aline, you’d 
better tell me before the police are 
ealled in on this. I might be able 
to cover you.’’ 

She shivered. ‘‘You’re trying 
to trap me!’’ she panted. 

Wayne slid his hand up her arm, 
touched the outer boundary of a 
soft breast. ‘‘T want to help you,’’ 

(Continued on page 98) 


DEATH RIDES 


By JEROME 
SEVERS PERRY 


He was a G-man, but 
there on the gambling- 
ship they told him he 
was a dead man. And 
all because he’d been 
trapped by a girl... 
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HE girl crashed into Steve ; : 
O’Neal, knocked a stack of to help recover the scattered chips; 
ten-dollar chips out of his even as O’Neal himself leaned fou 
hand. ‘‘Oh—my goodness! I’m so ward. Their heads cracked togethe? 
sorry !’? she gasped. She stooped smartly. 
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Before he could 
turin to defend 
himself, he felt 
the girl’s gun in 
his side, 


O’Neal grinned ruefully. ‘‘ Apo- 
Ogies and all that!’’ he said. 
“Entirely my fault.’? Then, for 
the first time, he took a good look 
at the girl. 

It was night, and they were in ; we 
the palatial saloon of the Sea- Broad Beach. Ablaze with brilliant 
Yeen, gambling boat de luxe, electric lights, humming with 
anchored twelve miles off the gaiecty and subdued music from 
acifie shore from the city of the dining saloon forward, the ie 
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verted coastwise steamer rode 
gently on the smooth swells. Mag- 
nificently reconstructed, the entire 
main saloon was now a palatial 
casino. 

Soft carpets were on the floor; 
velvety lights cast a warm glow 
over roulette wheels, blackjack 
games, chuckaluck set-ups, crap 
layouts. Over the hum of voices 
arose the clicking of dice, the clat- 
ter of slot-machines, the softly- 
intoned announcements of roulette 
croupiers. 


TEVE O’NEAL, Federal Trea- 

sury dick, had been moving idly 
toward the grilled window of the 
cashier’s cage, intent upon cashing 
in his stack of counters. This was 
his third successive nightly visit 
to the Sea-Queen, and he had been 
two hours accumulating those 
chips. He hadn’t won them. He’d 
bought them—a few at this roulette 
table, a few more at that dice lay- 
out. 

He’d worked very cautiously, so 
that he might attract no undue at- 
tention. He would buy five dollars’ 
worth of chips, play half of them, 
lose them, pocket what remained. 
Then he would buy more at another 
table. 

Finally he had started toward 
the cashier’s window. And then 
the girl had earomed into him. 

Now, picking up the last of the 
scattered counters, he looked at the 
girl. She was young, pretty, red- 
haired—and provocative as the 
devil. As O’Neal straightened up 
from his task of picking up the 
chips from the carpeted floor, his 
eyes traversed the girl’s slender, 
chiffon-sheathed ankles and shape- 


ly legs. Next came her liltin 
thighs and lush hips beneath the 
tight-fitting velvet of her green 
evening gown. ‘Then her breasts. 

O’Neal drew a sharp breath of 
admiration when he saw hep 
breasts. They were firm, roundeg 
enticing; and their upper halves 
gleamed snowy-white above the 
daring decolletage of her gown, 
Her shoulders were smooth ang 
lustrous; and her face was a per. 
feet oval framed with curling tend. 
rils of auburn hair. Her blue eyes 
danced, and her red lips were 
parted in a smile of semi-coquctry, 

‘“You must have ‘been lucky to- 
night,’? she said to the Federal 
dick. She indicated his stack of 
blues. 

He shrugged. ‘‘ Not unlucky,”’ he 
said. 

She pouted. ‘‘Everything went 
against me, tonight. I’ve lost all 
my money.’’ She sighed. ‘And I 
could stand a highball.’’ 

*“You’re alone?’”’ 

She nodded. 

O’Neal smiled. ‘Wait until I 
cash these. Then—if you’ll permit 
me—l’}l buy a drink.’’ 

She took his arm gaily. “Nice!” 
she whispered. 

He edged toward his original 
goal, the cashier’s window. He 
slammed his stack of counters 
down. The swarthy man behind 
the grilled window raked them over 
swiftly, shoved a wad of bills at 
O'Neal. The Federal man accepted 
the money, pocketed it. His hand 
remained in his pocket, touching 
the bills, feeling them. : 

His face was impassive, but his 
heart accelerated a little. There 
were one or two genuine notes 2 
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d e roll. But the rest were spu- 
pious—countor leit. He could tell 
the feel of the paper. 
It had heen the same on O’Neal’s 
revious two visits to the gambling 
poat. And now the Treasury dick 
ynew that he had all the evidence 
pe nevded. His job was done. 


ECENTLY, the entire coast had 
R been flooded with bad currency. 
O’Neal had been sent from Wash- 
ington to investigate. After weeks, 
he had finally traced the stream of 
counterfeit money to one source— 
the gambling boat Sea-Queen. It 
was a neat racket. The ship’s 
proprietors caught the public com- 
ing and going—took in legitimate 
monev when the customers lost; 
paid out spurious bills when the 
customers won. 

Moreover, Steve O’Neal had a 
hunch that right here on this an- 
chored boat were the engraving- 
plant and the presses from which 
the counterfeit bills issued. But of 
course he couldn’t conduct a raid 
Single-handed. Armed with his 
suspicions. he must get in touch 
with his chief back in Washington; 
gather together a crew of G-men; 
Make a clean sweep of the Sca- 
Queen when the odds weren’t so 
overwhelmingly against him. 

Tall, broad-shouldered, impec- 
eably clad in well-tailored dinner- 
clothes, O’Neal smiled down at the 
fubuen-haired girl. ‘Okay. Now 
¥a’re rich!’”? he spoke lightly. 

Let’s have that highball!”’ 

Together they went to the ship’s 
Sate bar in what had once been 

€ vessel’s lounge. Thev sat at a 
Secluded table in an alcove. They 

,tdered. Then the girl leaned for- 


ward across the table, looked at 
O’Neal. ‘*Do—do vou think I’m 
perfectly terrible, sitting here with 
vou, a stranger?”’ 

He smiled at her. His eyes trav- 
eled to the deep valley between 
her partially-revealed, thrilling 
breasts. ‘‘T think you’re terribly 
perfect,’’ he answered. 

Just then their drinks arrived. 
And at the same instant the girl, 
staring out of the alcove, suddenly 
went white. Her hand darted forth, 
clutched at O’Neal’s sleeve. ‘‘My 
God!’ she gasped. 

O’Neal looked at her. ‘‘What’s 
wrong?’’ 

““My—my father... and my 
fiance! They—they don’t know 
I’m out here on this boat! They— 
they ’d—raise the devil—’’ 

O’Neal said, ‘‘What of it?”’ 

‘*But—I just saw them! They’re 
right outside the bar! I—I’ve got 
to get away—quick!’’ She jumped 
from her chair; her eyes darted 
frantically about the alcove. 

O’Neal saw a door leading to 
the outer deck. ‘‘Come along,’’ he 
whispered. He grabbed her wrist, 
pulled her through the narrow 
door. They emerged upon a bril- 
liantly-lighted promenade deck, 
went swiftly to a companionway 
leading to a landing above. 

The girl looked backward, down. 
She trembled, tugged at O’Neal. 
‘Hurry! I—I just saw them com- 
ing out of the saloon! Maybe they. 
spotted me—”’ 


ND then O’Neal saw a door open 
on the upper deck; a door 
giving access to one of the boat’s 
private cabins. A man stepped out, 
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weaving unsteadily, as though 
drunk. 

The Treasury man recognized 
him. He was George Varden, a 
Broad Beach banker—one of the 
men who had given O’Neal a lot 
of help in tracing down the stream 
of counterfeit money that was 
flooding the coast. Now the Fed- 
eral man leaped ahead. ‘‘ Varden !’’ 
he called. 

The banker—red-faced, grey- 
haired, paunchy—looked at O’Neal. 
His mottled features grew a little 
redder. ‘‘O’Neal!’’ he choked out. 
‘*You—you mustn't say anything 
about—seeing me here—”’ 

O’Neal grinned. ‘IT won’t. Not 
if vou’ll return the favor. Is any- 
hody in that eabin you just came 
out of?” 

‘‘N-no. Not now. Why?’’ 

“‘T want to borrow it for a little 
while.’’ 

“Help yourself, O’Neal.’’ The 
banker waved his hand unsteadily, 
then wandered toward the com- 
pionway leading to the main deck 


below. O’Neal turned to the 
auburn-haired girl, who had 
erouched in the shadows. ‘‘Come 


along. I’ll hide you in that cabin 
until we’re reasonably certain vour 
father and your fiance have gone 
back to the mainland,’’ he whis- 
pered. 

The girl looked at O’Neal. Her 
lower lip quivered. ‘‘All—all 
right,’’ she acquiesced. He pushed 
her into the cabin, followed her, 
closed the door behind them. 

His hand was still on her hare 
arm; and the touch of her feminine 
flesh sent little shivers of pleasure 
through his veins. He smiled at 
her. ‘‘Sit down there on the berth. 


May as well take it easy.”’ Hf, 
reached for the light-switch, clickeg 
it. The room was plunged in dark. 
ness. 

He sat down beside her. The 
fragrance of her hair, the perfume 
of her body, assailed his nostrils. 
With an effort, he kept himselg 
from slipping his arm about her 
waist, drawing her toward him. He 
couldn’t take advantage of her, as 
frightened as she evidently was, 
They sat silent for a long moment, 

And then, abruptly, there was 
a thunderous knocking at the 
eabin’s door. A man’s voice rasped 
“Lucile! Lucille—I saw you go in 
there! Open up!”’ 

The girl gasped in the darkness, 
‘‘My—m-my father!’’ she whis- 
pered, panic-stricken. 

Steve O’Neal pressed her thigh 
with his hand. ‘‘Take it easy!’’ he 
said. Then he raised his voice. 
““Who’s out there? What in hell 
do you want? There’s nobody in 
here named Lucille!’’ 

‘*Yes there is! I saw her go 
in!’’ the rasping voice penetrated 
the door. 

O’Neal could feel the girl beside 
him; could feel her moving swiltly, 
struggling with something. He 
heard the swish of silk—and ab- 
ruptly knew that she had stripped 
off her green satin evening gow?. 
“*Quick—take off vour coat an 
tie!’’ she whispered. ‘‘It’s ou? 
only chance.’’ 

**T don’t get you!”’ the Federal 
man said, puzzled. é 

‘Don’t stop now! I’ll explain. -- 
later—’’ 


ONFUSED, wondering, ee 
O’Neal slipped out of his ¢04 
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and vest, whipped off tie and 

eoliar. The girl tugged at hin, 
uiled him down heside her. 

The door burst open. Two men 
Junged into the room, found the 
light-switeh, clicked it. The cabin’s 
single cleetrie hulb glowed weakly. 
‘Steve O'Neal sat upright. Ie no- 
ticed that the auburn-haired girl 
had crouched down beside him, 


completely covered by the sheet, 


even to her hair. 


He leaped free, 
even as Lopez 
whirled on hint. 


wh. veal looked at the two men 
..Who had burst into the cabin. One 


» vas elderly, wiry. The other was 


younger—a swarthy individual 
with narrow hips and wide should- 
ers and gleaming black eyes. A 
sinister-looking man, with un- 
veiled venom in his glittering 
glance. 

The older man's eyes licked at 
O’Neal: then at ‘the completely- 
covered figure of the girl in the 
bed with him. Abruptly, the elder- 
ly man’s face went red. ‘‘I—I beg 
your pardon, sir!’’ he muttered. 
‘*I_T thought I had seen my 
daughter come in here. But of 
course—”?’ 

“Of course Lucille wouldn’t be 
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here with a strange man!’’ the 
beady-eyed younger chap inter- 
posed. ‘‘We owe this gentleman 
our profuse apologies!’ 

‘““Never mind the apologies. Get 
out!’’ O’Neal rasped. 

The two men backed out; closed 
the door of the cabin behind them. 
The Federal dick reached up, 
clicked out the light. 

The girl beside him stirred un- 
easily. Abruptly, she clung to 
O’Neal in the darkness; her body 
trembled against him with relaxed 
tension. 

**It’s okay, my dear,’’ O’Neal 
said. He touched her shoulder, 
patted it.... And then he discov- 
ered that she was naked! Naked 
save for a wispy step-in. Her 
hreasts were unbrassiered, warmly- 
pliant to his exploring touch. ... 

““T’d better stay here with you 
until we’re sure they’re gone,’’ the 
girl whispered falteringly. 

For reply, O’Neal gathered her 
into his arms. After all, he was 
human... and no man with red 
blood in his veins could be so close 
to a thrilling girl like this one 
without getting ideas... ! 

In the darkness, he sought with 
his lips for her mouth. She sur- 
rendered her lips to him, willingly, 
ardently. Her mouth opened wide 
for his kiss, and he felt the darting 
tip of her tongue.... 

His hands caressed her tremb- 
ling breasts, the lush curves of her 
hips through her gauze-fragile 
step-in. Her thighs quivered; were 
alive to his tentative touch. He 
felt the delicious contours of her 
armpits, traced patterns on her 
naked breasts with his finger- 
tips.... 


*““Oh—!”’ she gasped ag he 
kissed her throat; as his mouth 
wandered downward over he, 
cream-smooth skin. ... And then 
her arms were about his neck. Hey 
body was warm against him. , . , 


T was much later when. at last 

he arose, felt for his vest, his 
coat. He slipped into the garments 
in the darkness. ‘‘They’ve pro. 
bably given up looking for yoy 
now,’’ he whispered to the girl, 
Then, as he donned his coat, his 
hand—almost automatically—went 
to the inner pocket, feeling for his 
flat bill-fold. He tensed. 

The wallet was gone! 

His jaw jutted. ‘‘What the 
damnation hell—!”’ he rasped. Be- 
cause his small, gold Federal Trea- 
sury agent’s badge was pinned 
within that bill-fold. . . and now it 
was pone. If it fell into the wrong 
hands, all his work of tracing the 
counterfeit gang would be lost; his 
quarry would realize that they had 
been spotted—would make a get- 
away! 

Even as O’Neal’s mind grappled 
with the truth, the ecabin’s door 
was flung inward. Two masked men 
leaped at the Federal dick. 0’Neal 
pivoted, brought his hard right fist 
upward in a slashing blow that 
took the first masked man on the 
point of the jaw, sent him sprawl- 
ing. But before he could whirl t? 
defend himself from the secon 
man, he felt an automatic’s muzzle 
being jammed into his ribs. He 
half-turned— ; 

The auburn-haired girl was smil- 
ing at him, harshly. ‘‘Reach for 
the root, big boy!’’ she spat out. 

He stared at her, white-faced. 
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She grinned. “You fell hard, 
didn't you, Mister Sap? You swal- 
lowed my story, hook, line, and 
cinker! You snooping rat! Now 
you'll get yours!’’ She looked at 
the masked men who had burst 
into the room. The one whom 
Q’Neal had knocked backward was 
now struggling to his feet. The 
girl said, ‘‘Did we have the right 
depe, Morrie? Was this the guy 
we were after?”’ 

“Yeah. He’s a Fed, all right. 
Lopez swiped the wallet out of his 
sont a while ago, while old man 
Nichols held his attention by pre- 
tending to be your father. The 
wallet had a gold badge in it. This 
is the guy we’re after.”’ 

Steve O’Neal’s eyes narrowed. 
Abruptly, he realized what a 
sucker he’d been. The whole thing 
was a plant, a frame-up! And he’d 
tumbled into the trap without sus- 
pecting— 

His jaw shot forth, and his mouth 
became a grim line. The girl bump- 
ing into him—that hadn’t been 
accidental. She was one of the 
counterfeiting ring; had deliber- 
ately set out to trip him up. The 
counterfeiters must have been sus- 
Picious of O’Neal from the outset. 
And they had got this auburn- 
haired girl to rope him in. 

All that bunk about her father, 
her fiance—lies! All lies!’ The 
men who had burst into the eahin; 
they hadn’t been her father and 
the man she was engaged to. They 
Were members of the counterfeit 
Sang. And while the old man had 
held O’Neal’s attention, the 
Swarthy one had picked the pocket 
of the Treasury dick’s discarded 
Coat... 
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Che girl domed her green dress: 
then she prodded O'Neal onee more 
with her automatic. ‘‘Okay, mug. 
Get moving. You lead the way, 
Morrie.’’ she commanded one of 
the masked men. 


"NEAL was shoved out of the 

eabin, along the upper deck 
teward where the Sea-Queen’s 
bridge had once heen. Now the 
bridge was solidly enclosed, con- 
verted into a medium-sized room. 
Its door opened. Steve O’Neal 
was prodded into the place. 

He stared. Behind an ornate 
desk sat a man—a large man, 
masked, impassive, silent, motion- 
less. Around the sides of the cabin 
were other men; some masked, 
some not. O’Neal recognized the 
two who had enacted the roles of 
the red-haired girl’s father and 
fiancee. 

The Federal dick squared his 
broad shoulders, stepped forward 
toward the big, masked man at the 
desk. ‘See here!’’ O’Neal rasped. 
‘*You can’t get away with this kind 
of stuff. my friend. I’m one of 
Unele Sam’s little hoys—as you’ve 
evidently found out by now, tn- 
fortunately. And I’d advise you 
to watch your step. The Federal 
Treasury doesn’t brook any inter- 
ference with its representatives in 
the performance of their duty!”’ 

‘‘No2”’ the masked man’s voiee 
was smooth, silky—and yet iron- 
hard beneath its oily overtones. 
‘“™he Fedcral Treasury won’t ever 
learn what has happened to you, 
O’Neal. You’re never going back 
to shore!’’ 

‘““Meaning—?”’ 

‘Meaning, my friend, that vour 
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number is up. You’re through. 
Finished. Washed up. You’re a 
dead man right now!”’ 

O’Neal grinned mirthlessly, bar- 
ing his strong white teeth. ‘‘ Don’t 
you suppose my Department will 
send G-men looking for me if I 
turn up missing?’’ 

“They won’t find you... at the 
bottom of the ocean!’’ the masked 
man countered. ‘‘Not unless 
they’re deep-sea divers !”’ 

O’Neal chanced a long shot. 
‘Maybe they won’t find me. But 
they’ll find your counterfeiting out- 
fit in the hull of this boat!’’ 

‘‘What do you mean by that?’’ 
the masked man paled a little. 

“‘T mean that I’ve already sent 
in my report, covering my sus- 
picions of the Sea-Queen. You'll be 
raided before morning!’’ O’Neal 
barked. 

Inwardly, he cursed himself be- 
cause he had noé sent in that re- 
port. If these men killed him, the 
trail would end right here and now. 
The Treasury dick hadn’t wanted 
to report his findings until he had 
gathered conclusive evidence; 
that’s why he had come out to the 
gambling boat a third time, to col- 
lect one more batch of spurious 
currency from the Sea-Queen’s 
swarthy cashier. 

But his face disclosed nothing of 
his inner thoughts as he stared, 
with grimly-narrowed eyes, at the 
masked man behind the desk. He 
earried through his colossal bluff 
with all the arrogance he could 
muster. 


[It was a desperate play, and 
_O’Neal knew it. A play for 
time—for a chance to escape the 


clutches of his captors, get hack 
to shore. The Federal man’s heapt 
raced, and blood throbbed at his 
temples. If he could make thega 
men think that he had a squad of 
Treasury men coming out to the 
boat, they might turn their atten. 
tion toward repelling such an jp. 
vasion—and then O’Neal would 
have a fighting chance for his life, 

The masked man stirred up. 
easily. ‘‘You’re lying, O’Neal!” 

“Yes? Wait and see!’’ 

Then one of the lesser memhers 
of the gang stepped forward. ‘Tis. 
ten, chief—maybe this guy’s talk 
ing straight! And if he is, we’re 
in a spot! We gotta dump that 
printing-press, get rid of all that 
*‘queer’—and we gotta do it now!” 

The masked man at the desk 
nodded slowly. ‘‘Perhaps vou’re 
right, Felipe. I guess the game's 
ended—for the time being. Come 
on—bring this Federal rat along. 
We'll send him to the bottom along 
with the printing-press and the 
engraving plant.’’ 

O’Neal felt himself being shoved 
out of the cabin, down a dark com- 
panionway. The steps led down- 
ward interminably, deep into the 
bowels of the vessel. At last 
O’Neal and his captors were 10 
what had once been the Sea- 
Queen’s engine room. Now. ° 
course, there was no machinery: 
The vessel was nothing but a drift- 
ing hull, incapable of self-propul- 
sion. The masked leader of the 
gang opened a heavy, water-tigh 
door leading into a compartment at 
the ship’s stern. — 

As the heavy door swung inward, 
lights flashed on. Steve O’N@ 
stared at his surroundings. He ¥ 
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: in a small chamhber—and the place 
was crammed with engraving and 
printing equipment. The Treasury 
man noticed something queer. It 
was a round porthole, set directly 
in the steel flooring. Not exactly 
a porthole, either. A round steel 
trap-door better deseribed it; a 
steel trap-door held tightly in place 
by heavy clamps. 

The masked chief of the counter- 
feit gang grabbed at O’Neal, thrust 
him against one of the printing- 
presses. He whipped out a length 
of cord, bound the Treasury dick 
to the heavy iron machinery. Then 
the masked man stepped back, 
grinning grimly. 

“O'’Neal,’? he rasped, ‘‘within 
an hour you'll be at the bottom of 
the ocean—along with all this 
counterfeiting equipment. This 
He smashed his fist into her face. compartment has a water-tight 

She sagged. door. And perhaps you noticed 
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that circular trap in the flooring? 
Well, below that cireular covering, 
there have been holes drilled jn 
the hull of this ship. In a moment, 
I’m going te leave vou alone in this 
chamber. But first I’ll release the 
clamps on that round port in the 
floor. Water will start flowing in 
here, slowly.”’ 

O’Neal’s eyes glittered. ‘‘Damn 
you—!’’ he rasped. 

The masked man went on im. 
perturbably. ‘‘There is a similar 
water-tight compartment at the 
bow of the Sea-Queen—at the other 
end of the ship. We will close it, 
too; and then we will permit watey 
to leak into it. Thus, as the water 
rises both forward and aft, the 
Sea-Queen will not list. It will 
settle, gradually, two or three feet 
in the water. It won’t be noticed 
by the people up in the gambling 
saloon.”’ 

The Treasurv dick struggled at 
his fetters. Sudden rage filled him, 
They intended to leave him tied 
here while water poured upward 
into the compartment. He would 
drown like a rat— 


‘*When this chamber is full of 
water and you have drowned,”’ the 
masked counterfeiter went on 
harshly, ‘‘we will release certain 
mechanisms. The entire floor of 
this room will drop downward— 
like a trap on a gallows. Our print- 
ing and engraving department wi]] 
be jettisoned—will drop down into 
the water, go to the bottom. With 
your carcass along !’’ 


GTEVE O’NEAL started to ery 
out a rage-horn oath. And at 
that same instant, one of the legser 
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members of the gang yelled, 
“*Chief—look!”’ 
O’Neal stared. The auburn. 


haired girl had slipped out of the 
compartment—was swinging tho 
water-tight door closed! In another 
split-second, she would have the 
whole gang imprisoned— 

The masked leader snarled 
“You damned _ double-crossing 
tramp!’ and hurled himself at the 
elosing door. He smashed into it 
just before it latched; and his 
weight threw it open again. Ile 
grabbed for the red-haired girl, 
pinioned her. Her face had gone 
ghost-pale. She struggled; but her 
struggles were useless. Her captor 
dragged her hack into the compart- 
ment. He raised his fist, smashed 
it into her face. Blood trickled 
from her split lip.... She sagged. 


‘‘Damn vou! So you’d turn rat 


‘on us, would vou?’’ the masked 


leader snarled. ‘‘ Well, vou won't 
get another chance!’’ He grabbed 
at a length of rope: and in a twink- 
ling he had bound the helpless girl 
to the printing press alongside 
Steve O’Neal. ‘‘For that, you'll 
die with this Federal snooper!” 
the masked man rasped. 

The girl swayed against her 
gyves. The masked leader turned 
to his men. ‘‘Come on—let’s get 
out of here!’’ he commanded. 

O’Neal watched them as ther 
filed out of the chamber. He saw 
the heavy door swing closed; heard 
the rattle of latches and clasps. 
Then his eyes went to that round, 
porthole-like affair in the flooring: 
One of the counterfeiters had 
loosened its dogs; and now water 
was seeping swiftly around it, 
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flowing into the compartment with 
hissing swiftness. 

Already there was an inch of 
water on the floor of the chamber. 
It lapped at Steve O’Neal’s shoes. 
The auburn-haired girl looked at 
him: and her blue eyes were filled 
with fear, with defeat. 

The Federal dick scowled. She 
had tricked him; double-crossed 
him. And yet—she was too voung, 
too pretty, to die like an animal in 
a trap.... But what could he do? 
How could he save her, save him- 
self? Then, abruptly, he remem- 
bered how she had tried to lock the 
entire gang of counterfeiters here 
in this compartment. ‘‘TListen, sis- 
ter!’’ he rasped at her. ‘‘I want to 
know something. After vou’d 
double-crossed me, why did you at- 
tempt to imprison that gang of 
thugs in this chamber?”’ 

Her lower lip trembled. It was 
bruised, bloody, where the masked 
leader had struck her in the mouth 
with his fist. ‘‘I—I’m a Federal 
operative, too!’’ she answered tre- 
mulously. 

O’Neal stared, stiffened. 
‘“What?’’ he gasped. 

The girl nodded. ‘‘Yes. I, too, 
was sent out here to track down 
the source of that flood of spurious 
money. I traced it to this gambling 
boat. Then I managed to get into 
the gang—become a member. To- 
night, they forced me to... betray 
you. I had to obey, or I would have 
revealed my own connection with 
the Secret Service. But I—I hoped 
to turn the tables on them. 

“*It was my idea to get them all 
down here—then lock them in; 
make them prisoners along with 
yourself. Then I’d have gone 


ashore, summoned help. I’d have 
returned with Broad Beach police, 
released you and had the gang 
placed under arrest. But—but it 
didn’t work. They caught me 
before I could get the door closed 
all the way... .’’ 

Steve O’Neal’s lips became a 
thin, narrow line. ‘‘You say vou’re 
a Treasury operative. Prove it!”’ 

She lowered her voice, whispered 
certain words to him.... 

‘*By God! You’re telling the 
truth, then!’’ O’Neal rasped. And 
a queer sensation of elation filled 
him. Somehow, he hadn’t wanted 
to believe this girl to be a gang 
moll—a member of the counter- 
feiting ring. She was too lovely, 
too desirable, too clean—and Steve 
O’Neal liked her too much... . 


UDDENLY he tensed. 

ten!’ he barked. 

To his ears came a faint sound as 
of metal rasping ‘against metal. 
And then, abruptly, the water-tight 
door of the compartment swung 
open. The water on the floor of the 
chamber spilled out over the hulk- 
head, spread in a wet stream over 
the steel floor of the ship’s empty 
hull. A man splashed into the com- 
partment— 

The dark, swarthy, narrow-eyed 
man who had enacted the role of 
the red-haired girl’s fake fiancee 
a little while ago. The man who 
had been called Lopez. Now Lopez 
strode toward the trussed girl 
alongside O’Neal. “Ah, senorita!” 
he smiled, displaying rattish teeth. 
‘Tt seems such a shame for one 
so charming to die... like this!” 

The girl looked at the man. 


“*Tiis- 
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“Why are vou here, Lopez?’’ she 


ghispenad tensely. 

He grinned at her. ‘‘ Perhaps to 
release vou-—if you are willing to 
strike a bargain!”’ 

‘““A bargain?’’ 

The man came close to the an- 
burn-haired gitl. His hands went 
forth. touched her. Touched her 
shoulders, her swelling breasts; 
caressed her shrinking body... . 
“Tf vou will run away with me, 
senorita—if you will be my 
woman. ...’? 

She twisted, tried to escape his 
prowling fingers. Wis hand had 
plunged within the low bodice of 
her green evening gown; his fin- 
gers sank deep into the white flesh 
of her shrinking breasts... . He 
grinned a wolfish grin. ‘“You are 
very desirable, little one!’’ he his- 
sed. ‘*Will you—come with Lopez? 
Will you trade vour life for my 
kisses, my love... ?”’ 

The man’s eyes were on the girl; 
were turned away from Sowa 
O’Neal. The Treasury detective 
strained at his fetters. [is wrists 
were bound by heavy eord to the 
counterfeiting press. Abruptly, he 
noticed a button controlling the 
motor of the press: noticed that if 
the machine could be set in motion, 
a deseending metal arm would pass 
direetly over the framework to 
which his cords were fastened. And 
that arm had a sharp edge... . 

O’Neal squirmed, brought his 
elbow against the control-button. 
The press clattered ; its motor hum- 
med suddenly. The heavy arm came 
downward— 

And Steve O’Neal’s bonds were 


severed with that one descending 
stroke! 
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He leaped free, even as Lopez 
whirled at him. The swarthy man 
rasped an oath; his hand licked 
toward his coat pocket, came up 
with a flat automatic. The weapon 
belched fire. 

O’Neal felt a stinging sensation 
in his thigh. He plunged himself 
forward—straight at Lopez’ 
threat. Before the swarthy man 
could fire again, O’Neal was on 
him, battering at him with iron- 
hard fists. The two men crashed 
together, locked in vicious, deadly 
embrace. O’Neal felt a knee bur- 
rowing into his groin, and the pain 
sickened him for a single instant. 
He saw Lopez bringing up the 
muzzle of the automatic— 

He smashed at the man’s wrist, 
knoeked it sidewise. Then his fin- 
gers closed around the swarthy 
one’s throat in a throttling, steely 
grasp like the hite of a metal vise. 
Lopez choked, curgled. His tongue 
protruded thickly; his eyes bulged, 
His entire body twisted and con- 
torted in a desperate, futile at- 
tempt to escape O’Neal’s bulldog 
erip. Abruptly, Lopez sagged. 
Life, fight, struggle, went out ot 
him in a single instant. 


’NISAT. grabbed the man’s auto- 

matic, wrenched it from nerve- 
less fingers. Then he let Lopez 
sag downward, into -he water that 
still rushed up through the floor 
of the compartment. The Treasury 
dick flung himself at the bound 
fieuve of the auburn-haired gitl. 
worked desperately at the knots 
which held her. At last she was 
free. She swayed against him. 

For a single instant he held her, 
erushed her to him; felt the war “mth 
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of her breasts against his chest. 
Then he sped with her out of the 
compartment, shoved its door shut; 
bolted it with its heavy clamps. 
‘*You—you're leaving him in 
there? Leaving Lopez to... 
drown?’’ the girl whispered. 
O’Neal’s lips were grim. ‘‘He 
won’t drown. He’s dead. I broke 
his neek with my bare hands!’’ 
Then he grabbed the girl. ‘‘Come 
on—we’ve got work to do!’ 
Together they raced toward: the 
iron ladder that led upward from 
the empty bowels of the boat. They 
gained the main promenade deck, 
sped toward the companionway 
leading to the bridge. 
At the door which gave access to 


“You can’t tackle 
them  single- 
handed,” she 
pleaded. 
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the bridge enclosure, O’Neal 
halted. He turned to the anburn- 
haired girl. ‘‘Keep out of the line 
of fire. There’ll probably be hell 
popping in a minute!’’ he whis- 
pered tensely. 

She looked at him. Her eyes 
were wide, lustrous. ‘‘ You—you’re 
going to tackle the whole bunch of 
them—single-handed?’’ 

“Vast? 

‘*But—but you might get hurt— 
killed !’’ 

He similed grimly. ‘* The Govern- 
ment pays me to take chances. You 
know that. You’ve taken plenty 
yourself.’’ 

‘*Y-yes. But—but I don’t want 
vou to be h-hurt!’’ she said swiftly, 
desperately. 

He read the pleading, hungry 
look in her eves; and suddenly, 
helplessly, she was in his arms. He 
felt the thrilling contact of her 
lovely body against him; the firm 
mounds of her breasts being flat- 
tened upon his chest. He kissed 
her—a long, lingering kiss that 
filled him with leaping arrows of 
hot desire. And then he pushed 
her away from the door. 

“*Keep clear!’’ he whispered. 

And as she stared at him, he 
backed off, gathered his brawny 
muscles, plunged himself at the 
portal like a two-hundred-pound 
charge of exploding dynamite. His 
shoulder smashed into the door, 
and the woodwork splintered under 
his hurtling impact. The lock gave 
way. Steve O’Neal plummeted into 
the room. 

Harsh oaths roared out. 
counterfeiters were inside; 
been stuffing spurious bills 
weighted bags to be thrown 


The 
had 
into 
into 


the sea. Now, at O’Neal’s plunging 
entrance, they leaped backward, 
The masked leader of the gang 
streaked for his automatic, whip- 
ped it forward, fired. 

But O’Neal fred first. His siug 
took the masked man in the wrist, 
shattered the bone, sent the gang 
leader’s weapon flying. And now 
the Federal Treasury detective 
was in the thick of it, his auto- 
matic spitting a steady stream of 
leaden destruction and roaring 
flame. Men screamed, went down, 


O* EAL’s gun was empty now, 
He flung it full into the snarling 
face of an advancing counter- 
feiter. The man’s features were 
abruptly obliterated as the hurled 
weapon smashed into his mouth 
and nose, flattened them in a gory 
pulp. The Treasury man leaped 
forward, stooped, picked up a gun 
from the hands of one of his fallen 
adversaries. And once more he 
hurled hot lead at his enemies. 
There were but four of them left 
on their feet now; the masked 
leader, with his shattered wrist, 
and three lesser members of the 
band. And they were shrinking 
away from O’Neal, cowering be- 
fore the smoking muzzle of his 
automatic. Their hands went up, 
slowly, in token of utter defeat. 
Steve O'Neal leaped in, relieved 
them of their guns, herded them 
together in one corner. His hand 
flashed out toward the masked fea- 
tures of the wounded, grey- -haired 
leader of the gang. He whipped 
the domino away from the man ’s 
blanched, contorted tace— 
“God! It’s George Varden— 
the Broad Beach banker! The man _ 
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who pretended to be helping me 
round up the counterfeiters!”’ 
O'Neal rasped. 

Then he raised his voice to the 

irl outside. ‘‘Hey, Red! Come on 
in here! Help me tie up these 
swine !”’ 

The auburn-haired girl entered. 
Five minutes later, O’Neal and the 
girl had their prisoners securely 
trussed. Then the Federal dick 
parked a command. ‘‘Slip down 
to the promenade deck—grab the 
first water-taxi and get to shore. 
Bring back some cops. We’ll round 
up the rest of the gang—the gamb- 
ling employees who’ve been pass- 
ing out the fake currency. Watch 
your step—don’t let them see you 
leaving.’ 

‘‘But—they must have heard the 
shooting!’’ the girl whispered. 
‘Suppose they rush you here on 
the bridge?’ ‘ 

O’Neal grinned. ‘‘I’ve got plenty 
of guns, plenty of bullets. 1’ll hold 
the fort till you get back with re- 
inforeements!”’ 

She turned, sped from the room. 

And even as she ran, a savage, 
rattling inferno of sound broke 
loose from a window behind Steve 
O’Neal—a drumming, — staccato 
cacophony of blasting explosions 
from the muzzle of a machine-gun. 
O’Neal felt the impact of some- 
thing that smashed into his shoul- 
der like white-hot iron. He went 
down. And as unconsciousness 
descended, he saw his four pri- 
Soners pitch forward in death— 
moved down by the bullets of their 
Own cohorts outside the ecabin.... 


HEN O’Neal opened his eyes, 
; his head was pillowed against 


something warm, soft, comfort- 
ing—fragrant, enticing. ... A 
woman’s breast. The breasts of 
the auburn-haired girl. 

He stared. The place was swarm- 
ing with blue-coated police. The 
room was a shambles of dead 
bodies, of blood— 

Very gently, the girl laid her 
eool palm on O’Neal’s forehead. 
**Don’t ask questions!’’ she whis- 
pered. ‘‘T’ll explain what hap- 
pened. The gang-members from 
the gambling saloon must have 
heard the sounds of battle up here. 
Just as [ left vou with your pri- 
soners, the men from the main deck 
eame up, cut loose with their chop- 
pers. They planned to kill you— 
and to kill the ones vou had ecap- 
tured, so they wouldn’t talk. 

‘*Then—then Varden and—and 
his men are—dead?’’ 

‘Yes. And the machine-gunners 
got away in a launch before I could 
get back out here with the police. 
But the main counterfeiters are 
all killed. Only a few subordinates 
managed to escape. The printing- 
press, the engraving equipment, 
are still in the hull of the ship. The 
counterfeiting ring is broken up.”’ 

O’Neal smiled, despite the rag- 
ing pain of his wounds. ‘‘I’m not 
interested in the counterfeiting 
ring any more,’’ he said slowly. 

‘““What—what do you mean?’’ 
the girl hugged him closer to her 
rounded, pillowing breasts. 

“‘Tt’s another ring I’m thinking 
of!’? he told her. ‘As soon as I 
can get patehed up—I’m going to 
put a ring—here!’’ And he touched 
the slim, lovely third finger of her 
left hand. 
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She pointed. ‘‘I’m 
anywhere — because 
”? she said. 
Horn bent to an 
examination. Vera had told the 
truth. Her ankles were shackled 
to the heavy metal of the bed. 
“‘And—and you let me start the 
fire?’’ 


closed. 

going 

chained here, 
‘*God ye 


TLE room was insufferablv hot. 

Smoke filled it like some tangi- 
ble body. And as yet the fire had 
made small headway. 

A eough racked Vera’s lovely 
body. ‘‘Why not? Maybe some— 
of those girls ean be—savecd—or 
at least—fire is a clean death!”’ 

Horn seareely heard her. He was 
tearing at the shackles like a mad- 
man. He could not budge them. He 
stopped his useless efforts, bent to 
examine them for a long moment. 
He stood up. 

‘*Good-by,’’ Vera repeated. 

Jim hurled himself at the door. 
It crashed down on his second at- 
tempt. There was a guard in the 
hallway, but that man fled down 
the corridor sereaming, ‘‘Fire!’’ 

Jim Horn did not attempt to 
escape. Tle went back into that 
smoke-filed room. He pulled Vera 
to a sitting position. She looked 
at him dumbly. He swung a ter- 
rifie right to her jaw. She slumped 
back—uneonscious. 

Jim Horn had to break both her 
ankles to get her free. 

With his limp burden he stag- 
gered out into the hall again. The 


(Continued from page 17) 


opening of the door had given the 
fire a new lease on life. As from g 
distance came the sound of many 
voices, yet Horn managed to get 
the length of the hall before he 
encountered anyone. 

A huge man loomed before him 
in the smokc—Axel. The chauffeur 
paid no attention to the man and 
his burden. He ran heavily toward 
the fire. 

Horn put Vera down on the 
floor. A group of the masked men 
were standing together, gesticu- 
lating. 

‘“Well—Horn.’”’ It was LeBlu’s 
voice. ‘‘T see you have managed to 
make things hot for me. But at 
least—you can die now.’’ LeBlu 
was no longer in his hidden room. 
His tall figure detached itself from 
the group. Like the others, his face 
was hidden by a grotesque mon- 
strosity of a mask. In one hand he 
held a black automatic. It was lev- 
eled at Jim Horn. 

‘‘And now,’’ continued LeBlu, 
*‘you shall—”’ 

Florn was tensed for his last 
futile spring when a thunderous 
pounding sounded on the door. It 
burst open. Uniformed policemen 
streamed into the room. 

Horn jumped then as LeBlu’s 
attention wavered. 

The automatic spoke as he was 
in the middle of his leap. Horn 
felt a stunning blow on the shoul- 
der. It spun him around, sent him 
to the floor. 

LeBlu did not spare him an 
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other glance. The man was streak- 
ing across the floor toward the bar. 

Jim struggled to his feet. He 
shouted and pointed, but his one 
voice was not heard above the 
hubbub, the shots, sereams of dy- 
ing men, and yells of rage. 

LeBlu jumped to the bar, 
poised, and sprang at what seemed 
to be solid wall. [t opened to swal- 
low him. 

Horn started to follow—then re- 
membered Sally. ‘‘Let him wait, 
we'll smoke him out!’’ he mut- 
tered. He dashed to the wheel. 
With his good hand he released 
Sally, held her trembling body 
pressed against his. 

“Wire! Fire! Look out—the 
whole thing’s going up!’’ The cor- 
ridor was a mass of flames. Crack- 
ling, roaring, that whole end of the 
building was an inferno. Axel had 
not returned. He had died there, 
rather than report failure to his 
Master, 

Vera was carried out by gentle 
hands. Jim Horn entrusted Sally 
to a blue-coat. He found his chief. 


With his limp burden, he 
staggered out into the hall. 
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‘*Probably would have missed 
you if it hadn’t been for the fire. 
We got to the bridge and the work- 
men there tried to send us back. 
Fortunately we had a state trooper 
with us who had been over the 
bridge earlier this evening. He 
smelt a rat. We decided to come 
on—and we got here just in time. 
Where’s LeBlu?”” | 


Horn’s lungs were nearly burst- 
ing with the heat and smoke. He 
pointed toward the bar. ‘‘Secret 
room there. He’s in hiding.’’ 


A cry of warning echoed 


through the room. ‘‘Run! Run; 
The roof’s going!’’ 

Horn, the chief, and the polige. 
men carrying the rescued girls 
barely made safety. The flimsy 
root fell in with a dull boom’ 
Sparks flew high into the greying 
heavens. There had been no op. 
portunity to get to LeBlu. 

The Dance Hall of Doom was 
no more. 

Some life had returned to Jim’s 
numbed shoulder, enough so he 
could draw Sally into the shelter 
of his arms. He meant to shield 
her like that always. 
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he said. 

Strength seemed to ebb from 
her. ‘‘All right, I’ll tell you. I 
heard Vernon telephoning the Van 
Atta woman before the show 
opened. He needed money. She 
said she couldn’t give it to him. 
He mentioned the letters and 
threatened to ruin her husband 
with them.’’ She clung to Wayne. 
‘‘But I swear he didn’t threaten to 
kill her! I swear it!” 


The morphia was beginning to 
take effect. Wayne eased Aline 
back on the bed. Over and over 
again she reiterated Elton’s in- 
nocence. When she was breathing 
deeply, Wayne extinguished the 
light and left the room. 


AYNE awaited Kawi’s return 
anxiously. His patience was 
well rewarded. The newspaper 


(Continued from page 79) 


morgue had produced a complete 
dossier on Hans Mueller. 

During the war, the man had 
been suspected of being a German 
agent and had heen tried for es- 
pionage. A one year sentence was 
the result. Wayne’s heart leaped 
as a familiar name appeared in 
the typed report. Roger Van Atta, 
as a Special Federal Attorney 
General had prosecuted the case! 
Was this, then, a revenge murder? 

Wayne read on. Since the ad- 
vent of the Nazi governinent, 
Mueller had been identified with 


-the movement in this country. 


The information opened up 4 
new channel, and yet, one that had 
its flaws. If it was a killing for 
revenge, how did the murderer 
know of his presence in Aline 
Carr’s apartment, and where did 
he come by a key? é 

The messenger from Captal) 
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Darling, bringing a sample of the 
German’s blood, interrupted his 
train of thought. In anv event, he 
would have to wait until morning 
to mateh it with the coagulated life 
fluid he had seraped from the floor 
of the hut. The dose of morphia 
would keep Aline in a coma for 
twelve hours at least. After double 
bolting the door, Wayne retired. 


OON of the following day 
brought the toxicologist's re- 


A hand whipped over her mouth. 
She was dragged into the car, 


port, together with a death mask 
photo of the German who had heen 
pulled out of the river. The blood 
samples matched and the death 
mask picture was identical with the 
photograph ICawi had seeured from 
the Enquirer morgue. 

But it served only to complicate 
matters. If Hans Mueller, the Nazi 
agitator. was dead, who was the 
masked killer carrying his pass 
case? 

A check-up at the registration 
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bureau confirmed Wayne’s sus- 
picion of the murder car. It was 
Vernon Elton’s. 

Leaving Kawi to watch over the 
still comatose actress, Wayne hur- 
ried to the producer’s penthouse. 
There was no response to his re- 
peated knocks. The resident man- 
ager of the exclusive apartment 
dwelling finally consented to use a 
pass key. 

Wayne stepped briskly into the 
gorgeously appointed suite the 
moment the door was open. A faint 
odor of burnt gun powder led him 
to a bedroom. He drew up short 
on the threshold. 

Vernon Elton was stretched 
across the bed, a bullet hole in his 
temple, a revolver clutched in the 
stiff fingers of his right hand. 

‘*Call the police,’?’ Wayne said 
quietly. 

Before the homicide men ar- 
rived, Wayne searched the apart- 
ment. Nothing seemed to have been 
disturbed. One closet in the hed- 
room was hung with carefully 
pressed suits, the other contained 
sport clothes and two sets of 
golf clubs. Wayne removed a 
putter and examined it curiously. 

An hour later, the dead man’s 
butler was located. 

Frozen with fright, he explained 
how Mr. Elton had called him at 
eleven the previous evening and 
instructed him to take the night 
and the next day off. The medical 
examiner set the time of death 
between midnight and two A. M. 

Wayne left the penthouse, the 
verdict of suicide ringing in his 
ears. It looked like the end of the 
trail, and vet something bothered 


him. He stepped into a phone booth 
and called Captain Darling. 

‘‘One more thing, Darling, ang 
I think we’ll have it sewed up,”’ he 
said. ‘‘Call in the newspaper men 
and issue a statement that Wanda 
Van Atta is recovering from her 
suicide attempt at the apartment 
of Wayne Taylor.’’ 

The police official gulped over 
the phone. ‘‘Are—are you mad, 
Taylor?”’ 

Wayne smiled. ‘‘A little theatri- 
eal, Darling, but not mad.’’ 


EVERYTHING was set at 

Wayne’s apartment. He had 
foreed another dose of morphia 
down Aline Carr’s throat, pulled 
the covers up around her chin and 
turned her with her back to the 
bedroom door. The hours ticked 
until the deadline of midnight was 
close at hand. 

Wayne paced the drawing-room 
nervously. If this didn’t work, the 
fantastically fictional ease he had 
built up would crumble. 

The sharp ring of the doorbell 
brought him to instant attention. 
Wayne nodded to Kawi. The Java- 
nese left the room. At the second 
ring, Wayne approached the door. 
His hand was cold on the knob as 
he turned it. 

The door swung back under an 
impact. Wayne looked into the 
muzzle of an automatic, tight- 
clasped in the hand of a black- 
masked man. 

‘Don’t make a sound, Taylor!”’ 
the intruder snapped. ‘‘Who else 
is in the house?’’ : 

Wayne breathed heavily as his 
hands came up. ‘‘Just my butler 
and—and—’’ 
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“Where’s the Van Atta 
woman ?”” 

Waerne nodded towards the hed- 
row door. ‘In there... sleeping.” 

Cruel lips curled under the ask. 
“J’ve got an idea you’re lying, 
Tavlor, but it’s worth the chance. 
Lead the way but be careful. One 
false move and vou get it. T should 
have let vou have it at the hut.’’ 

Wavyne’s heart pounded as he 
walk°d towards the bedroom. This 
was the killer! ile opened the door 
slowly, stepped inside. 

A hiss of breath escaped the 
masked man’s lips as he saw the 
figure in the bed. He motioned 
Wavne to the far eorner of the 
rooin. His hand went to the inside 
poekct of his jacket and came out 
with a knife. Fivery nerve in 
Wayne’s body twisted. 

The knife blade flashed as it 
came up, reached its peak and 
whisked down at Aline Carr's back. 

At that instant, two vellow hands 
shot from under the bed, elutched 
at the killer’s ankles and spun him 
off his feet. The gun in his hand 
thundered and a lead slug erashed 
through the window. Wayne drew 
his automatic. Both revolvers 
roared at the same time. 

The masked man slumped as a 
bullet drove into his chest. 

Wayne was at his side in a flash. 
He ripped the covering from his 
face, stared in wonderment. It 
was Roger Van Atta! 

Blood bubbled from the lawyer’s 
lips. Wayne could see he had only 
minutes to live. ‘‘Why did vou do 
it??? he questioned. ‘‘Why did you 
» kill Elton and vour wife?” 

Van Atta’s eyes rolled. ‘‘Secret 
German letters,’? he mumbled. 


‘They ... they had letters... 
expose me.’’ His head sagged to 
his chest. ‘‘ Heil Hitler!’’ 


yeas TAYLOR faced a co- 

terie of detectives in the 
drawing-room of his apartment. 
“The search of Van Atta’s home 
gives vou the answer, gentlemen,’’ 
he said. ‘‘For years he has been 
a German agent, even going as far 
as to prosecute Mueller during the 
war to avoid suspicion being 
thrown on hii. 

““We aeeidentally overheard a 
telephone conversation between his 
wife and Elton, relative to some 
amorous letters and mistook the 
reference to secret letters of his 
own. With Mueller to assist him, 
he followed his wife, killed her in 
the hut, dumped Mueller in the 
river when he discovered the man 
was dead, and proceeded to trail 
me from my apartment. 

‘*Foiled in an attempt to remove 
a witness to the murder, he went 
after Elton, whose ear he had 
previously stolen to throw sus- 
picion on the producer. He killed 
Elton but made it look like suicide. 
I was suspicious of that because 
the gun was in Elton’s right hand 
and he owned left-handed golf 
elubs.’’ 

He paused as a sharp ery came 
from the bedroom. Wayne smiled. 
‘*You’ll have to excuse me now, 
gentlemen. I have a pretty lively 
corpse to entertain !”’ 

Aline was sitting up in bed, wide 
eyed, when Wayne entered the 
room. Her breasts were exposed 
above the bunched covers. 

‘What happened?’’ she gasped. 

Wayne sat down on the bed. 
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‘*Plenty, beautiful.’’ He reached 
out and slipped his arm around her 
bare waist. ‘‘ Let’s rehearse, huh?”’ 


Dazed, she swayed against him, 
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Wayne cupped a soft mound ih 
his hand. ‘‘In return for not men 
tioning how Roger Van Atta got ‘ 
key to your apartment, gorgeous » 
he whispered. ‘‘T think you might 
show me how indiscreet a corpse 
can be.’’ 


LOVE IS A CANNIBAL 


breasts swaying. ‘‘I—I don’t 
understand. ”’ 
die... but I didn’t.”’ 


‘You didn’t mean to, Pearl. You 
meant to kill me, but 1 gave the 
Passionate Cannibal to Miriam. 
When she watered it last night the 
water liberated the Calaveric Mo- 
noxide gas that you had mixed 
with the earth, and strangled her 
while she slept!’’ 

“‘T’m so glad it was Miriam in- 
stead of you, Eddie.’’ 

“Are you going to kill me, 
Pearl?”’ 

‘Of course not, Eddie.’’ 

‘*Then get your clothes on, haby. 
I’ve got to run you in. Spode’s 
after me for the killing because I 
gave Miriam the plant. He thinks 
what you expected the police to 
think, if they had found my corpse 
this morning, that the Canibal 
choked her to death. It has to he 
vou or me.’’ 

Pearl threw herself seductively 
against Eddie’s tall, solid form. 

‘You wouldn't really run me in, 
would you, Eddie?”’ 

““Tt’s got to be you or me, baby.’’ 


HE soft light of Pearl’s eyes 
changed suddenly to a yellow 
gleam. With a quick, cat-like move- 
ment she stepped back, picked up 


(Continued from page 37) 


tue automatic, and leveled it at Jéq- 
die’s stomach. 

She spoke in a sharp, raucous 
voice, ‘‘No private dick can run me 
in, Eddie Pell! How would you 
like a belly full of lead?’’ 

“My! Such language from a 
lady!”’ 

Her voice had an cdge like 
chilled steel. ‘‘Rddie, you always 
were a stinker. You’re a two-tiin- 
iu» double-erossing key-hole peep- 
o. You’re a yellow buzzard with- 

i guts. ... Somebody ought to 
: i! vou, and it might as well be 
renee PA 

Inddie said, ‘You eouldn’t shoot 
a man to his face, You’d put ar- 
senic in his coffee or calaveri¢ 1 
his potted plants. I thought you 
were a lady and worth saving, but 
you’re not. I’m going to take that 
gat away from you and run you 
in.”’ 

‘‘You move one step, Eddie Pell, 
and I plug you.”’ 

“Plug away, baby; I take MY 
lead standing up. Just keep 1 
mind, sweet, that if you shoot, you 
go like Miriam did. You strangle 
to death. Eddie will die with his 
long, thin fingers clamped around 
your pretty neck!’’ 
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She collapsed when he sinacked 
her. The door opened and the 
policemen entered, guns drawn. 


Eddie took one step forward. 

“Stay where vou are, Eddie 

He took another step. 

“Tl shoot i" 

He took a third step. 

A spit of pink flame licked at Ed- 
die’s stomach. Maddie grunted and 
took another step. 


1)? 


Pearl held her finger on the trig- 
eer and the pink flames drummned 
a rataplan at Mddie’s body. Ra-ta- 
ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-tat! Eddie put both 
hands against his stomach, as if to 
keep his guts from falling out. He 
took another step. 

Pearl wailed with terror as d- 
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die’s fingers reached up and closed 
relentlessly around her slim white 
neck. She dropped the empty gun 
and tore at his iron wrists with her 
fingers. She screamed out a blab- 
ber of words. 

“Ton’t strangle me, Eddie! I’ 
go with vou! I’ll confess every- 
thing, Eddie! For God’s sake, 
don’t strangle me!!’’ 

Eddie’s fingers tightened inex- 
orably. The words changed to 
gasps. lTler eyes began to bulge 
and then, as if the spark of life had 
suddenly gone out, her body be- 
came limp in his hands, 

Eddie laid her fragile form gent- 
lv on the floor and stood looking 
down at the lovely contours of her 
tiny, luscious figure. He rubbed 
his stomach absent-mindedly where 
the wadding from the blanks had 
stung his skin. 

‘*T hated to fool you about the 
gat, baby, but you killed Miriam 
and you’ve got to pay for it some 
way.’’ 


i PICISED up the phone from 

the stand and dialed a number. 
After a minute he said, ‘‘This is 
Eddie Pell. Tell Spode I’m in room 
7 at 211 Greenwich. Thanks.’’ 

As he turned around he smiled 
at Pearl’s still figure and said, 
““Come out of it, possum. You’re 
not dead and I know it.”’ 

Pearl sighed and moved one leg, 
then slowly, with a faint flutter 
opened her eyes. Gradually she got 
to her feet, being careful to expose 
as much of her glorious body as 
possible. 

Kiddie said, ‘*You didn’t think 
I’d fall for that old gag, did you?” 

“Oh, Eddie, let me go! Don’t 


keep me here till Spode comes) 
Let me go!”’ 

No answer. 

‘Eddie... 2’? Her voice wag 
suppliant and seductive. 

**Yeah?”’ 

DOK. « « x" 

She had slipped one shoulder 
strap and let her filmy night gown 
fall half off, exposing her luscioys 
pale torso. Then, lifting her arms, 
she locked her hands behind her 
flame-colored hair. Her milk. 
white breasts rose with the move. 
ment, quivering alluringly like tea 
roses in a summer breeze. 

‘‘You’d better finish the dance, 
baby, because Spode is on his 
way.’’ 

She moved toward him with a 
feline, tantalizing movement. He 
didn’t move. 

He could catch the faint aro- 
matic fragrance of her body as she 
pressed wet velvet lips against his 
mouth. Her molten tongue seeped 
between his lips and filled his lungs 
with fire. Still he didn’t move. 

He clenched his fists, digging his 
fingernails into the palms of his 
hands. 

“‘T ean take it, baby. You're 
wasting your time. And Spode 3s 
on the way.’’ 

A single deep gasp came from 
the little figure as she stiffened 
against him. She spat one word 
into his ear like the hiss of a snake 
and sank her teeth into his neck. 
The blood spurted in a stream 
across her bare shoulder. 


yee a lightning, involuntary 
movement Eddie shot up his 
fist and struck the red-head 4 
smack behind the ear. Instantly 
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her chin dropped away from his 
jugular vein and she collapsed 
against the side of the bed. IWddie 
clapped a hand against his neck to 
stop the spurting blood. 

A terrific pounding shook the 
door. Then, suddenly, it opened to 
reveal Spode and Cardigan, both 
with weapons drawn, crouching 
like bears ready to attack. 

Spode said, ‘‘ Will you go quiet- 
ly, Eddie, or do I have to be 
rough?’’ 

Eddie laughed, ‘‘I’ll go quietly, 
sergeant, if vou’ll take along the 
killer.’’? He nodded his head to- 
wards Pearl’s inert body. 

Spode’s jaw dropped. ‘‘Is she 
the killer?’’ 


‘*Yes, sergeant, she’s the killer. 
When we get to headquarters I’ll 
draw you a diagram. Let’s go be- 
fore Iddie loses another pail of 
blood.’’ 

Spode was very business-like. 
‘‘Cardigan, pick up the... ah... 
lady. There’ll he room enough in 
the squad ecar.’’ 


Cardigan, bewildered, looked 
first at Pearl and then at Sergeant 
Spode. 

Spode glared at him. ‘‘Throw a 
sheet around her, you ninny, and 
let’s get going!’’ 

“*Yeah,’’ Eddie grinned at Car- 
digan, ‘‘and be caret'ul she doesn’t 
bite.”’ 


DEATH’S BRIGHT HALO 


(Continued from page 29) 


NOW-SHOES! I stiffened. So 

that accounted for the fact that 
there had been no foot-prints at 
the spot where the Chink girl’s 
cadaver had vanished! Then I 
thought of something else. I said, 
“What about the Chinese girl’s 


feet? Anything funny about 
them?’ 
““Y-yes. They were bound, in 


the ancient Oriental fashion. They 
were all squeezed together—de- 
formed.’’ 

Now I had the answer to my 
other puzzle. Now I knew why the 
Asiatic dame had tottered when 
she ran; why her footprints re- 
sembled the tracks of an animal. 
And Jeff Truman had laughed at 
me, called me screwy! 


‘‘They—they abduct us and 


bring us here,’? Lorna MeFce 
whispered bitterly. ‘‘They compel 
us to wear these necklaces. And if 
we try to run away—’’ 

“T get it!’ I said. Then, sud- 
denly, I heard footfalls outside the 
door of the room. That would 
probably be the masked white- 
slaver coming to bump me off, 
thinking I was in a drugged stupor. 
I grabbed Lorna MeFee, shoved 
her behind me. I vanked out the 
44 Colt I’d borrowed from Jeff 
Truman and crouched, waiting— 

The room’s door opened. The 
lights flashed on. I saw the masked 
man. He had an automatic in his 
fist. His eyes widened through the 
slits in his mask when he saw me 
standing there, instead of being 
stretched unconscious on the bed. 
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With an oath he pointed his auto- 
matic at me— 

I came up with my .44 and 
squeezed the trigger. And then I 
felt a sickness at the pit of my 
belly. The hammer clicked down 
on a jammed eylinder! The .44 
was useless! 

Before I could move, the masked 
man jammed his automatic into my 
guts and said, ‘‘Stick up your flip- 
pers, Turner!’’ Then he glared at 
Lorna McKee, who was cowering 
practically naked, behind me. 
“You, too, vou double-crossing 
skirt!’’ he snarled. 

She gasped out a despairing ery. 
The masked man grabbed her by 
the hair with his free hand, hauled 
her forward. ‘‘So you didn’t give 
him that drugged drink, eh?’’ he 
barked at her. ‘*Well, vou’ll have 
the pleasure of dving with him!”’ 
He turned to me and Ieered. 

His face was close to mine. I 
eaught a whiff of garlic. And then 
I knew what I was up against. I 
knew the masked man’s identity; 
realized that he had gone into the 
white-slave business to recoup his 
fallen fortunes. And T knew that 
he wouldn’t stop at murder.... 


ESHOVED me out of the room 
and dragged Lorna Melee 
after him. He had his rod in my 
gizzard. I had to go with him. or 
he’d have blasted a tunnel through 
my kidneys. And then T wouldn’t 
have been able to drink Scotch any 
more. 

Then, from the first-floor hall- 
way below me I heard a sudden 
sound—a girl’s shrieking ery of 
fear, followed by pattering foot- 
steps and a harsh feminine oath. 


Flesh thumped against flesh. a 
body thudded to the floor. And 
then that hard-faced, red-haired 
woman came up the stairs, hauling 
a limp, naked form after her. 

She was one of the five girls [’q 
seen in that other room. The 
cuddly platinum blonde. Her neg- 
ligee had been ripped off; I could 
see the heavy fullness of her 
bosoms, the dimpled curves of her 
Hips. «a 

‘‘What’s the idea?’’ the masked 
man rasped. 

The red-haired dame said, ‘‘She 
tried to run away. I caught her.’’ 

‘“Yeah?’’ the masked guy 
growled in his throat. ‘‘ Well, we’ll 
fix her along with these other two. 
That will give me a chance to make 
the final adjustments on my death- 
ray machine—the machine that’s 
going to make me master of the 
world!’? 

He prodded me forward. The 
others followed us. We went up a 
fli¢ht of rear stairs. I found my- 
self in a small, cireular chamber 
—the cupola on top of the house. 
The masked man raised his roscoe. 
slammed it against my dome. I 
saw stars. Then I didn’t see any- 
thing. I was out. 


DIDN'T stay uneonscious very 

long. I’ve got a thick skull. I 
opened my eves, blinked back the 
agony that surged through my 
think-tank. I stared. 

The brunette Lorna McFee was 
on the floor beside me. We were 
both propped against the wall. 
Lorna was tied by wrists and an- 
kles, and she was nude except for 
her wispy step-ins. But the masked 
man hadn’t bothered to rope me. 
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He probably figured I’d be out for 
quite some time from that bat on 
the skull. 

The red-haired, hard-faced wom- 
an was gone. But across from me 
I saw the platinum blonde girl 
strapped in a chair. Her body 


strained at the bonds which held 
her, and her eyes were wide with 
sheer terror. 

The masked bozo stood in front 
of her, diddling with the controls 
of a fantastic-looking contrivance 
that looked like a big movie-projec- 


Thev cowered from 
him as he advanced 
with the whip. 


tor. Even as I watched, he snapped 
a switch— 

I heard a wet, sizzling sound; 
smelled roasting human flesh. 
Aecrid smoke drifted to my nostris, 
got in my eyes. The blonde gitl 
cut loose with a seream that ended 
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in a wild crescendo of nothingness. 
I staggered to my feet, nausea 
churning my guts to a froth. The 
blonde girl’s metallic necklace was 
a sputtering halo of glowing fire 
that seared into her fiawless 
throat.... 

The juice ate through flesh and 
bone in an instant. Abruptly the 
girl’s lovely head was severed— 
burned away from her white body. 
The head plopped horribly to the 
floor— 

“You foul fiend from hell!’’ I 
yelled. And I launched myself at 
the masked man. 

He whirled when he heard me; 
whirled, and reached for the auto- 
matic in his shoulder-holster. But 
T was too quick for him. [I balled 
my fist, smashed it into his mouth. 
He staggered, went backward—fell 
against the blonde girl’s decapi- 
tated corpse in the death-chair. 

He screamed. A puff of blue 
smoke, a shower of sparks, leaped 
frou. him as the death-ray struck 
his holstered 1. coe. The weapon 
exploded. It tore a gaping hole in 
the murderer’s chest, so that J 
could see his seared, roasted, dead 
lungs. ... He slid to the floor. ... 

I whipped the mask from his con- 
torted features. ‘‘So, Jeff Tru- 
man!’’ T grunted. 


KS; that’s who it was. Jeff Tru- 

man, the extinct Western star. 
It had been Truman who had ab- 
ducted young girls, forced them 
into white slavery; made them 
earn the money to pay for his hell- 
ish experiments on that death-ray 
machine. That’s why Truman had 
lived down at the beach, in a little 
bungalow near the larger house 


which once had belonged to Sam. 
my Weissmann... . 

It had been Jeff Truman who’g 
killed that Chinese girl with his 
blasting, invisible electric pay 
He’d then managed to get back io 
his bungalow in time to be there 
when I knocked at his door. T yo. 
membered I’d waited quite a while 
before he answered my knock. . . . 


And Jeff Truman, fearing I’q 
discovered his seeret and realizing 
I intended to search the big beach 
house, must have phoned from the 
bungalow while pretending to 
search for that .44 Colt which I 
wanted to borrow—and which he 
had purposely jammed. He had 
phoned and arranged for Lorna 
McFee, one of his captives, to come 
over for kerosene. He planned for 
me to be lured to the big house so 
that I could be drugged and mur- 
dered! 

And that garlic smell on his 
breath—that’s what had tipped me 
that the masked man was Jeff Tru- 
man. Because Truman had been 
eating a salami sandwich when I 
first seen him. Salami—with gar- 
lie! 


WHIRLED, scooped the uncon- 

scious, half-naked figure of 
Lorna McFee into my arms. 
dashed down the stairs with her. 
She seemed very sweet, very de- 
sirable, as I carried her.... At the 
foot of the stairs I bumped into the 
hard-faced, red-haired dame, Jeff 
Truman’s accomplice. 

She started at me. I biffed her, 
hard, right on the button. I twisted 
my free hand in her hair, dragged 
her outside the house. Lorna Me- 
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Fee shivered; regained conscious- 
ness. 

J said, ‘‘Watch this red-haired 
hag. If she comes to, kick her in 
the teeth!’’ Then I lammed back 
into the house. Two minutes later 
I had every last one of those poor, 
necklaced girls out of the joint. 
And when they were safely dressed 
and out, I spilled that five-gallon 
can of kerosene all over the first 
floor of the place; struck a packet 
of matches— 

The house burned like tinder. It 
was a raging inferno before the 
county fire apparatus could reach 
the scene. They weren’t able to 
save anything. Jeff Truman and 
his death-ray machine, up in the 
cupola, were destroyed together. 

But I didn’t wait for that. I 
ran to Truman’s bungalow, got out 
his ear; took Truman’s white 
slaves back to Hollywood and set 
them free. All except the red- 
haired dame and Lorna McF ee. 

I turned the red-haired dame 
over to the cops and placed a white- 


slavery charge against her—to. 
gether with a charge of being ag. 
cessory to at least two murders 
Then I took Lorna McFee to my. 
own apartment. Gave her a dress. 
ing gown and a slug of Seotch 
Seated her on the divan in my liy. 
ing-room. 

Then I went to my phone and 
dialed Sammy Weissmann. 

When he answered J said, ‘‘Sam- 
my? This is Dan Turner. [ye 
found Lorna McFee for you. Yeah. 
Bring your hundred bucks up to 
my apartment and you can have 
her.’”’ Then I looked at Lorna Me. 
Fee on the divan. The dressing 
gown had fallen open in front, re- 
vealing her sweet young breasts. 
I remembered the moments I had 
spent with her in the darkened 
room of that big beach house.... 

Now she was smiling at me, and 
her eyes were shining, inviting. ... 
I put my mouth back to the phone 
and said, ‘‘Say, Sammy, take yonr 
time coming over. Yeah. About 
an hour. Right... .’’ 
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(Continued from page 67) 


get the set-up, sister.’’ He grasped 
her bare arm. ‘‘We’re leaving here, 
right now.”’ 

‘““Where are we going?”’ 

“To my house,’*? Mallory teld 
her. ‘‘T’ll hide vou there tonight 
while I go gunning for Trigger 
Mattson—if you’ll give me the 
dope on him. Or maybe you’d like 
it better at police headquarters.’’ 

‘‘No—please!’’ the blonde trem- 
bled in an undertone. ‘‘I’ll go with 


you. But I haven’t any clothes!”’ 

The detective tossed his long 
coat to her. ‘‘Get into that.’’ 

Suddenly, the girl’s blue eyes 
went wild. She stared toward the 
door behind Mallory. A voice 
rasped, “Stick ’em high, you lousy 
dick!”? 

Slowly, the detective raised his 
arms ceiling-ward. 

‘“‘Now turn around!’’ the hard 
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. “TLet’s see your 


gACK MALLORY faced the 
i newcomer. He tensed. The 
an whose gun bored a line on him 
ws the beady-eyed person—the 
an whose police photograph was 


mayor’s nenchman—Trigger 
attson! There was a bandage 
ground his Ieft wrist. 

“-Mattson’s mouth twisted wick- 
gly. ‘‘Smart dick, eh? Walked 
right into one of my places to find 
eat where Flo was?”’ 

Mallory’s mind flashed to the 
stucco house where he had talked 
with the red-haired prostitute. The 
matronly woman who had let him 
in had probably listened. She had 
got in touch with Trigger Mattson 
after the detective had left. 

Mattson spoke out of the corner 
ef his mouth to the blonde. ‘Get 
his gun, Flo!’’ 


The yellow-haired girl snatched | 
Mallory’s weapon from its holster; 


handed it to Mattson. He shoved 
itin his pocket. 

“Sure glad you got here, Trig- 
ger,’’ the blonde said. ‘‘This dick 
Was going to take me to the hoose- 
(Gow.’? 
| “He won’t take anybody any- 
Where!’’ Trigger snarled. ‘‘ We're 
taking him—for a one-way ride! 

Ook him over, Flo. See if you 
fan find a big envelope on him.” 

Flo Adams reached into the de- 
tective’s pocket, drew out the pack- 
age containing the police photo- 
8taphs and records. 

, ‘See if our mugs are there, 


Flo.” 


y the detective’s pocket. He was | 
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The blonde took the pictures 
from the envelope, held them up. 

Trigger Mattson grunted. ‘‘Take 
care of them,’ he ordered the girl. 
He advanced to the detective. His 
gun was ‘in line with Mallory’s 
heart. ‘‘Might as well blot you out 
now, dick! You’ll be easier to 
handle.’? His forefinger curled 
menacingly around the trigger. 

Flo Adams picked up her glass 
of liquor from the table. She 
raised it to her lips as the gunman 
neared Mallory. Then with feline 
alacrity she dashed the contents 
of the glass into Mattson’s face. 


N THAT fraction of a second 

Mallory’s iron fist shot out, 
cracked against the jaw of the man 
with the gun. Trigger reeled back- 
ward. The weapon in his hand 
belched. A slug tore into the ceil- 
ing. 

The detective crashed his heavy 
body against him. Mattson went 
to the floor, Mallory on top of him. 
The gun spewed again. The hot 
pellet grazed the sleuth’s hair as 
it zinged past his ear. The steely 
fingers of Mallory’s left hand 
wound like tentacles on Trigger’s 
gun wrist. 

Mallory’s right hand dived to- 
ward the side pocket of Mattson’s 
coat; where the killer had put the 
detective’s service gun. Trigger 
wrenched his body free from Mal- 
lory, threw the detective on his 
side. The killer drew up his leg, 
shot out with his foot. 

The heel of his shoe smashed 
against the detective’s head. Mal- 
lory winced, gritted as blood oozed 
in droplets and trickled into his 
bushy eyebrows. 
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Mattson yanked his hand free 
got to his knees, aimed his gun 
between Mallory’s eyes. The de. 
tective flattened himself to the floor 
as yellow fire spat over his head 
Mallory plunged; raised his heayy 
shoulders under his assailant’s 
armpit; grasped him around th 
waist. 

Like a wrestler, the detective 
whirled; flung his opponent to the 
floor. Trigger’s head  crackec| 
against the boards. Mallory 
erushed down on his adversary’s 
body. This time the detective’s 
hand recovered the gun from the 
killer’s pocket. The sleuth raised 
it, swung it in an are. It cracked 
sickeningly on Trigger Mattson’s 
skull. The gunman went limp. 

The detective walked to the hed; 
ripped off the sheet. He tore the 
linen into strips. He trussed Matt- 
son’s ankles and wrists. From a 
dish on the table, Mallory took a 
walnut. Ele jammed it into the fet- 
tered man’s mouth and secured it 
with a strip of the bed spread. 

Mallory picked up the envelope 
containing the police pictures and 
returned it to his pocket. He spoke 
to Flo Adams, ‘‘Thanks, sister. 
How come you helped me out of 
that jam?’’ 

“Listen, dick. Maybe I’ve been 
pretty lousy. But I don’t go in for 
killings.”’ 

“Fine, sister. I’ll give you & 
break. Get into my coat. Come on- 


DEAPING the inert Trigget 
Mattson over his shoulder, 
Mace Mallory started for the ane 
He suddenly halted. There was e 
sound of skidding tires in the svi 
below. Flo Adams ran to the W | 
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dow. She gasped, ‘‘ Three of Trig- 
ger’s gang!’’ 

The detective heard the men 
leave their car, scramble up onto 
the old wooden veranda down- 
stairs. Flo Adams dashed out into 
the hall; threw open the door of 
a linen closet. ‘‘Get in here,’’ she 
directed Mallory. She got the bed- 
room door key from Mattson’s 
pocket. 

Mallory went into the enclosure 
with his burden. The blonde took 
off the cravenette coat, threw it 
after him. She closed the doors of 
the closet and the room. Crouched 
among the linen the detective 
heard the grate of the lock below, 
the entrance of the three men. They 
were running up the stairs. 
‘“Where’s Trigger?’’ one of them 
asked Flo Adams. 

‘*He—he’s in there!’’ She point- 
ed to the closed bedroom door. 

The men smashed into the bed- 
room. The blonde pulled the door 
shut; locked them in with Matt- 
son’s key. She yanked the closet 
door open. ‘‘Come on, dick!’’ she 
said breathlessly. 

Mallory followed her down the 
stairway, out of the front door to 
his car. The detective dumped his 
trussed prisoner into the back of 
his coupe and slammed down the 
hd. He leaped behind his steering 
wheel. The blonde got in beside 
him. The sleuth jammed down on 
the starter. The coupe roared to 
life, plunged out of the grounds. 

The second story window went 
up. A tongue of saffron licked into 
the foggy night. Lead pinged 
against the bullet-proof glass of the 
detective’s ear. He nosed it out 
the driveway, reached the boule- 
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vard and headed toward the city, 

A glare of light reflected from 
the inner side of Mallory’s wind. 
shield. The blonde looked back. 
**They’re right on our trail, dick!” 

Mallory mashed his throttle to 
the floorboards. The coupe plunged 
into the mist. Guns cracked from 
behind. A bullet smashed on the 
coupe’s rear window. The yellow- 
haired girl melted to the big detee- 
tive, her trembling body fusing 
against his. Mallory glanced at 
her. ‘‘Where’s my raincoat?’’ he 
asked. 

“Oh!”’ the blonde caught her 
breath, held her hands to her naked 
breasts. ‘‘I forgot to grab it. It’s 
back in the linen closet. Look out!”’ 
she suddenly exclaimed. 


TTHROUGH the fog a red sema- 

phore glowed. The whistle of 
an inter-urban train screeched. 
The electric cars shuddered under 
applied air brakes. The coupe tore 
for the gleaming steel rails, crossed 
them, safe. Mallory looked hack. 
The electric train had stopped on 
the crossing. The big sedan was 
held up. 

The headlights of the big car 
were well behind when Mallory 
reached the city limits. Criss- 
crossing through the residential 
area, the detective turned his car 
into his own driveway in the mid- 
dle of a block. ‘‘I guess we've 
lost them,’’ he said to Flo Adains. 
He jumped from his coupe and 
opened the door on the blonde’s 
side. She got out. 

Mallory took the girl in the back 
way of his home, upstairs to his 
bedroom. He sat down, put a cigar- 
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ette between his lips and flicked a|Learn 
match to it. He blew a cloud of | 


smoke into the air; looked at the 
yevealed charms of the blonde who 
had thrown herself on the bed. 

He got up, grinned. ‘‘I guess 
you'll be here when I get back from 
the police station. I’ve got to de- 
liver that rat, Trigger Mattson, to 
Lieutenant O’Neill.’’ 

As “ie spoke his ears detected 
footfalls on his driveway. He threw 
up his window. A gun barked at 
him. Mallory ducked back into the 
room. But in that instant he had 
seen two men carrving the form 
of Mattson toward the front of 
his house. The big sedan was at 
‘the curb, engine purring. 

Mace Mallory went down the 
stairs in bounds. The three desper- 
ate henchmen of Trigger Mattson 
had traced the detective to his 
home. They were attempting to 
rescue their underworld boss. 

Revolver ready, the detective 
plunged through the front door- 
way. He saw the men about to put 
Mattson in their car. As Mallory 
jumped to the lawn there was a 
volley of shots. 

One of the men carrying the 
trussed Trigger Mattson slumped, 
moaned. Mallory hesitated. He 
recognized Police Lieutenant 
O’Neill and a squad of officers from 
headquarters in the little group 
coming from the street. Taken by 
surprise, the three men were quick- 
ly overpowered, shackled. 

_ The police heutenant swung on 
the detective. ‘‘What’s going on 
here at your dump, Mallory?”’ 
O’Neill focused his flashlight on 
the tied-up man. ‘‘ What the hell!”’ 
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he exclaimed. ‘‘Trigger Mattson!’’ 

“7 thought you might get inter- 
ested in him,’’ Mallory said. ‘‘So 
I went out and got him. I was 
bringing him in. I stopped here to 
phone. These fellows followed me; 
tried to get away with Mattson 
while I was in the house. But how 
eome you’re here, O’Neill?”’ 

“‘That secretary you cracked on 
the head spilled his guts,’’ O’Neill 
explained. ‘‘ He was lined up with 
Trigger Mattson; tipped him off 
about some stuff Newell was going 
to use against Mayor Grainger. 
Trigger broke in the house to get 
it. Newell swapped shots with him 
and got killed. 

““We went back to Newell’s 
house,’’ O’Neill continued. ‘‘ Found 
a girl stabbed, upstairs. Seems she 
took something to Newell’s house. 
She must have seen Trigger shoot 
him. That’s why she was bumped 
off. Then I ran into this layout 
when I came here looking for you. 
I wanted to find out if you knew 
anything about a package of police 
records and certain checks New- 
ell’s secretary told about.”’ 


HE detective drew the big en- 
velope from his pocket, handed 

it to O'Neill. 
The police lieutenant examined 
the contents. He looked search- 
ingly into the detective’s face. 
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““Where’d you get this stuff, Ma]. 
lory?”’ 

‘‘Found it on the lawn after you 
left,’’ Mallory answered. 

O’Neill scowled. ‘‘ Mallory, some. 
time I’m going to put you in a nice 
little boudoir at our hotel.’’ 

Mallory grinned. ‘‘Okay, lieu- 
tenant.’’ 

O’Neill and the officers left with 
their prisoners. The detective went 
back into his house, up to the bed- 
room. Flo Adams came up to him 
with frightened eyes. ‘‘I—I heard 
you talking with the police. You 
gave them my picture. They’ll be 
looking for me!’’ 

Mallory took her photograph 
from the side pocket of his coat. 
**T held this one out on them. It’s 
not a good picture of you.’’ He tore 
it up, threw it in the grate. 

The blonde sighed in relief. Her 
erimson lips smiled. She came close 
to the detective. He put his arm 
around her bare shoulders, crushed 
her pulsing breasts against him 
and felt the warm contact of her 
thigh. ‘‘It’s too late to get you any 
clothes tonight,’’ he told her. 

She melted to him. Mallory felt 
her body quiver eestatically. ‘‘I1— 
I won’t need any clothes—to- 
night!’?’ She turned her head up- 
ward. Her eyes sparkled—held a 
promise. 
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THE MAN 
WHO WAS 
HANGED 


(Continued from page 53) —m_ 


and gives them medical certif- 
cates. He and this dame Scanlon 
were pulling a fast one; they sus- 
pected me when I hung around too 
much, and they slugged me good 
and proper—killed two birds with 
one stone to collect ten grand on 
Jeremy Scanlon’s policy.”’ 

““Then they’re the murderers!”’ 
gasped the sheriff. His eyes nar- 
rowed. ‘‘You haven’t proved that 
you didn’t kill him yourself, 
though.”’ 

Graydon laughed harshly. ‘‘I 
don’t have to,’? he said grimly, 
‘‘inasmuch as I was the nearest 
thing to a murder involved. There 
isn’t any Jeremy Scanlon. . . 
There never was! If vou can prove 
there was, you can hang me again! 
Jane Seanlon’s been here six 
months; have you ever seen her 
husband? Has anybody? You have 
only Mason’s word that he was 
treating an invalid and keeping 
him out of sight. I’ll say he was! 
A neat scheme to insure a non- 
existent man, commit a mythical 
murder, and collect. And I was 
the fall guv—only I didn’t fall far 


enough to break my neck!’’ 


‘“‘Listen’’—the sheriff strangled 
a little—‘‘how the hell—?”’ 

Graydon shrugged. ‘‘I was on 
the wrong track myself. I wanted 
to talk to Jeremy Scanlon to's see if 
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they were doping him—giving him 
slow poison. But all that burning 
of the body looked fishy as the 
devil. ... Why couldn’t they have 
knocked him in the head just as 
easy? If vou guvs hadn’t been in 
such a godawful hurry to stretch 
my neck, we might have found out 
things. 

“‘T didn’t tie things up, though, 
until I heard vour pals here’’—he 
glanced at the two uncomfortable 
cops—‘‘decide to ship me off in 
place of a dead tramp who had dis- 
appeared. I’l] bet Mason and the 
dame already had that corpse 
hacked up and in the furnace, just 
waiting—after I’d made them sus- 
picious—to whack me down and 
stick me with a phony murder !”’ 

Graydon stood up abruptly, 
rubbed his black-and-blue neck. He 
kicked the wooden coffin and shiv- 
ered slightly. 

‘‘Hell!’’ he swore softly. ‘‘I’m 
going to spend a lot of time from 
now on... keeping myself from 
turning into a corpse!’’ 
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‘“‘Chiseler!’? snapped Johnny. 
“Tf you and that punk put a stiff 
in here last night, where in hell is 
he?”’ 

The woman moaned and fainted. 
He stood there, looking down at 
her, wondering, trying to piece the 
thing together. Deliberately he 
walked away to examine the cot 
minutely, carefully, long and well 
by the bright little light. There 
was no single spot of blood stain. 
Still puzzled, and more than a little 
suspicious he came back to her, 
east the light on her. 


Her face was ghastly white and 
even beneath her thin lipstick her 
lips appeared blue, bloodless. The 
long cloak she wore had fallen 
apart, her dress had worked up 
about her hips in the fall. On the 
upper part of her rounded thigh 
was a black bruise, as large as the 
palm of a hand. 


‘*J’s’? Johnny spoke to Johnny, 
“‘somebody’s been kicking her 
around, all right! Teeth prints, a 
bruise like that and a barked shin! 
But where in hell’s the body? If 
she and this mug Smollett did put 
one out here and some one else 
found it! Whew! What a mess!’’ 


Even Johnny Harding failed to 
relish the idea of helping conceal 
a murder! If this woman had killed 
Cecil Thorndike, as she claimed, 
how could he afford to put his foot 
in it? Even for an old and trusted 
friend like Papa Manheim? And 
as he carried her to the cab look- 
ing at her finely chiseled features 


(Continued from page 45) 


he realized she was exactly the 
type who might kill a man trying 
to use force where guile might be 
successful. 

‘* *Smatter, boss?’’ from the cab 
driver, ‘‘couldn’t she take it?’’ 

“She didn’t like the salt 
breeze,’’ grinned Johnny, lifting 
her in. 

Something gleamed and _ glit- 
tered in the sand at his feet. Think- 
ing she had dropped her vanity he 
picked it up, examined it with sur- 
prise. ‘‘Drop your badge, bud- 
die?”’ 

“‘Naw,’’ said the cab driver, 
‘‘mine’s on my cap!’’ 

Johnny dropped the shiny badge 
in his pocket, got in. 

At the first drug store he bought 
ammonia, borrowed a glass of wa- 
ter and revived her. The rest of 
the way into Manhattan she was 
inarticulate other than mumbling 
and groaning, moaning like a 
frightened child about the electric 
chair, the noose and death! John- 
ny comforted her as best he could, 
arm about her trembling shoul- 
ders, fragrant hair in his face, but 
his doleful countenance belied his 
words. 

‘‘We'll straighten it up some 
way,’’? he promised her. But in- 
wardly he was cursing for by now 
he was more than half determined 
that events had transpired exactly 
as she had claimed. He swore deep- 
ly at the panic that had made her 
conceal the corpse with the aid of 
the misled valet, Smollett. 
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OR now, to all appearances, the 
body had been found, and the 
finders were blackmailing the 
woman—hence $80,000 from Papa 
Manheim. If it wasn’t reported to 
the police the blackmailers would 
bleed Niva Sorenson from that 
time on—and if it was reported 
the ensuing seandal would break 
down all the publicity for the star 
Papa Manheim had so painstak- 
ingly built up. It was a jam, and 
how! 

At the St. Helena he insisted on 
her taking a drink for a bracer. In 
fact, he needed a little bracing him- 
self, and got it, not once, but three 
times. It was good Scotch. 

‘““Well,’’ he said dismally, ‘‘it 
still stinks to me! I’ll admit I came 
up here this afternoon thinking 
you were just another cheap tart, 
hooking Papa Manheim, but now I 
don’t know what to think! You’ve 
cut loose with a hundred grand to 
keep this thing still, but that’s only 
a starter! Where you going to get 
the jack when they tap you 
again?”’ 

He paced back and forth, bracing 
himself at every turn with the bot- 
tle of Scotch he carried in his hand. 
For a long while she sat there si- 
lent, thinking, thinking. When she 
arose her voice was steady in an- 
swer to his question—as steady as 
the hands which held the tele- 
phone. 

“‘No, no,’’ he protested, ‘‘lay off 
the police until morning! I’ll tell 
you—you eall this mug Smollett 
and get him over here, out of his 
own apartment. I’ll have a little 
look-see while you’re entertaining 
him; there may be something rot- 
ten yet. Don’t give up, baby!”’ 


It required a little argument he. 
fore she agreed, but ten minutes 
later the call had been made, the 
soft-voiced Smollett had promised 
to appear by midnight and Johnny 
was on his way to Greenwich Vij. 
lage, where lay Thorndike’s apart- 
ment. 

The sidewalk in front of the 
apartment hotel was deserted; 
Johnny waited in the shadow 
across the street. Presently a little 
figure of a man darted from the 
entrance, hailed the very cab John- 
ny had vacated and rode away. 
Johnny ran across the street, 
dashed into the foyer and up to 
the desk. 

‘*Smollett,’’? he said hurriedly, 
““Smollett, Mr. Thorndike’s man. 
Was that him that just left?’’ And 
as the clerk nodded affirmation, he 
snapped his fingers in disgust. 
““Missed him again!”’ 

Walking out he caught the eve 
of a fresh-faced bellhop, motioned 
him to follow. Wise in the ways of 
apartment hotels the bellhop was 
soon beside him on the sidewalk. 

Johnnie shoved a card in one of 
his hands, began leafing through a 
sheaf of green bills with the other. 


“‘Gee, Mr. Harding,’’ the bell- 
hop grinned, ‘‘I’d have known you, 
anyway. I read your stuff every 
morning. What—’’ 

Johnny grinned back at him. 
‘‘Swell, kid. I like to see young 
fellows reading pure literature. 
Want to make a few bucks? J’m 
buying good advice. If you was 
me and wanted to go to that heel 
Thorndike’s apartment without 
anyone knowing it, how’d you 
work it?’”’ 
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The kid spat into the gutter. 
“Heel is right! Thorndike! 
wouldn’t give a dime to see an, 


earthquake. But if I was you and! : 


wanted in his apartment while he. 
was gone I’d tell a wise bellhop—| 
like me—then meet him in the ele-: 


vator in about ten minutes, Maybe: ° 


tic bellhop can finagle a pass, 
key.”’ 
Johnny peeled off the top bill, 


and handed it to the boy. They 
grinned at each other and parted. 


Ten minutes later Johnny Hard- 
ing opened the door of the empty 
apartment and switched on the 
lights. He closed it softly behind 
him and gazed around. It was fur- 
nished exactly as Niva Sorenson 


had explained—the table here, the 
divan there, the heavy chair here. 


at the rear. Evidently it was the 
man Smollett’s room, for the closet 
held a single black suit and the bu- 
reau drawers revealed nothing but 
the clothes of a valet. There were 
a few pictures, a few nicknacks, 
and a bottle of Scotch half full on 
the dresser. 


Johnny wiped his mouth and 
walked into another bedroom. The! 
bureau drawers held half a dozen’ 
pairs of ragged socks, a few tat- 
tered undershirts; the closet re- 
Vealed a soiled dressing gown. 
., Where,”? Johnny asked Johnny, 

is the guy’s clothes?. Thorndike 
Was always a snappy dresser. 

here’s his rags now?”’ 


Perhaps the valet had concealed 
them—no doubt he had. His plan 
Was simply to make it seem that 
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the murdered man had disap- 
peared. He wandered back into the 
living room, set the bottle careless- 
ly on the table. Here was the stool 
she had fallen over when Thorn- 
dike hit her. Here was where the 
struggle had occurred. He pulled 
open the heavy drawer. 

The gun itself! The murder gun! 
The valet had missed it! 


He picked it up carefully, 
touched the trigger. Crack! Crack! 
He dropped it hastily, waited for 
the echo to die away, sweat pop- 
ping out on his brow. Whew, what 
a trigger! Speaking of hair-trig- 
gers! No wonder the damned thing 
went off! Good thing he wasn’t 
looking in the barrel! Carefully he 
revolved the cylinder in his hand, 
gazed at the remaining shells long 
and well. 


Presently he laid the gun back 
on the table and began to laugh. 
Perhaps he laughed from sheer re- 
lief but sometimes the little 
columnist laughed most heartily 
when mad. He killed the Seotch, 
took up the phone and called Niva 
Sorenson. 


For a second the operator rang 
fruitlessly. Then the connection 
was made and a woman’s sobbing 
voice said, ‘‘Oh! oh! oh!’’ and the 
connection was severed. 


ie TOOK a precious three min- 
utes to get to the ground floor 
and hail a cab, and a precious ten 
minutes to get to Central Park 
West. But he wasted no time at 
the front door—rather, he made 
the fire escape in nothing flat. 
The French doors were locked 
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but he burst a pane of glass with 
the gun he had thrust into his pock- 
et. There was no sound in the bed. 
room; he tiptoed to the closed 
door, placed his ear against it. 
Cautiously he opened it a tiny 
crack and peered in. 

The woman leaned, half 
crouched against the table, a heavy 
book end raised above her wildly 
streaming hair in a gesture of de- 
fense. Just out of arm’s length 
was Smollett, valet to Cecil Thorn- 
dike, smirking and smiling. 


‘“‘Now, sweetheart, there ain’t 
no use fighting me like this. After 
all, I’m your friend. Look what I 
did for you!’’ Step by step he ad- 
vanced, little pig eyes glaring and 
burning. 

She stood quivering like an ex- 
cited thoroughbred. The bedrag- 
gled appearance of the room 
proved the struggle that had al- 
ready taken place and the figure of 
the woman emphasized it. She 
stood there poised for flight, clad 
only in a pair of thin silken step- 
ins, a torn brassiere dangling un- 
heeded from her shoulder. A tat- 
tered negligee lay on the floor be- 
neath her heels. Her generous 
breasts rose and fell in the stress 
of her fear and emotion. 

Before Johnny could say a word 
the man sprang. He didn’t seize 
her, didn’t snatch at her. Instead 
he swung at her savagely with a 
clenched fist and the book end clat- 
tered harmlessly to the floor as she 
crumpled from a hard left to the 
jaw. For a moment longer Johnry 
stood there as the man bent over 
her white form. 

‘Stick ’em up, you rat!”’ 
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The man turned and glared, eyes 
wild, then slowly his hands went 


up. 


N FIVE minutes he lay on the 
* floor, trussed like a pig for 
slaughter, a red spot on his jaw 
showing where Johnny had 
smacked him unmercifully. The 
woman, Niva Sorenson, lay on the 
davenport, still unconscious. John- 
ny hung up the phone and looked 
around for the Scotch bottle. 


‘“Punk,’’ he said softly to Smol- 
lett, ‘you act like a rat and if I was 
you I’d run true to form. In five 
minutes Bill Nobles will be here, 
Nobles of the homicide squad. 
When he gets through with you 
they ll clap you in the bastille, and 
finally they’ll sit you in the hot 
seat and fry your no-good carcass 
to a crisp.’’ He took a drink and 
looked solemnly at the bound man. 


“‘What do you mean, hot seat?’ 
The man’s eyes were frightened. 

‘“Why, just this. I know the 
whole lay, chump, the whole lay. I 
got the gun right here that killed 
Cecil Thorndike, and it’s got your 
fingerprints all over it!’’ 

**T didn’t kill him! The dame 
did it! She—’’ 


‘Nuts! When you go on the 


Stand who’s the jury going to be- 
lieve? A swell-looking dame like 
that, a dame all broke out with sex 
appeal, or a rat like you? Why, 
you’ve got ‘heel’ written all over 
your face. You shouldn’t have put 
the gun back in the drawer. Well, 
you’ll make a fine looking stiff, 
anyway.’’ 


Silence. When the man Smollett | 3 


Spoke again his voice was shaken. 
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-48-ART-MOVIESIp ¢ 
THE PRIVATE LIFE OF 
A BURLESQUE QUEEN 


— Not s book — not a series of $ 98 
sti] pictures—but a real motion 4 
picture that will thrill you. Only 


Sample Rol) Art Film and price llat, 
32:99; with new type handy projector, 


Homovies, 22 E. Van Buren, Chicago am 


MAN! BE STRONG! 


Give Nature a chance to revitalize your mind and 
body. Steady your nerves. Enjoy vigorous, robust 
HEALTH. Astonishing discovery helps nature ac- 
complish life-long results without drugs or stimu- 
lants. Send only $2.00 today for complete treat- 
ment with 50 Vita-Tabletsa included Free! 

ROBEA Box 2163 Philadelphia, Pa. 


UL A Pal, Sweetheart, or Mate ig 
e.NZ LONESOME? waiting to meet you through 
i the Star Correspondence Club. 
we. Choice members, both sexes, everywhere. Small cast. 
Ss Quick results. (CONFIDENTIAL.) Some Rich. Frea 
“particulars and Iist. LOIS L. REEDER, Manager, 
P.O, Lock Box 549, Palestine, Texas. 
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Back to the Old Theories! 


HERE is no mystery about 
the universal appeal of the 
detective story. 

From the beginning of life man- 
kind has seen everywhere the age- 
long drama of the conflict between 
good and evil, between the forces 
of good and the forces of evil, be- 
tween the powers of law and the 
powers of outlawry. 

Literature has always recog- 
nized this fact. 


One of the first stories in the 
Old Testament 1s a murder story, 
a fratricide—the story of Cain and 
Abel. 

In the story of Solomon we have 
very early examples of what a wise 
lawgiver could do by deductive rea- 
soning, in, for example, the case of 
the kidnaped child, claimed by two 
mothers. 

And so all great literature has 
gone. 

What is Shakespeare's Hamlet 
but a glorified detective story in 
which the murder mnivstery is 
solved by that much-used device of 
re-enacting the crime before a 
body of suspects for the purpose 
of forcing a confession? 

e 

By the time that Vidog, Lecog. 
Dupin, Sherlock Holmes, Philo 
Vance, Craig Kennedy, Charlie 
Chan, and other modern fictitious 
sleuths had entered the lists, litera- 
ture had achieved a refinement 
that made the detective problem 
ttself the whole theme of the detec- 
tive story. 

rs 
(Continued on page 128) 


SPICY DETECTIVE STORIES 


: (Continued from page 125) 
‘*Mister, I didn’t kill Thorndike. 


You got me wrong.”’ 

**Yeah, how would I know? How 
would a jury know?’’ 

“*Thorndike ain’t dead, mister, 
honest to God. Listen, let me out 
of this and I’ll take you to him, I 
know where he’s at, I know where 
he’s holed up!”’ 


The door barged open. Bill 
Nobles. 
“‘Hello, drizzlepuss,’’ smiled 


Johnny, ‘‘have a drink?’’ 

The big detective’s eyes swept 
around the room and back to the 
little newspaper man. ‘‘What you 
into now, dimwit? And who’s the 
scenery ?”’ 

“‘Tt’s a long story,’’ said John- 
ny, ‘‘but I’ve got a pinch for you. 
Thorndike, the hot check man.’’ 
Nobles looked disgusted. ‘‘Only 
this time I’ll bet my hat you’ll 
stick him for murder—not hot pa- 
per! Sit down, demon detectatiff, 
sit down!’’ 


EN minutes later. ‘‘And so as 

soon as I find the blanks in the 
revolver, I knew it was a frame-up 
sure enough. Besides, it looked 
funny for Thorndike to plaster the 
town with bad paper just before 
he got bumped off. I'll bet even 
you would smell a little stink there. 
They frame this poor little inno- 
cent gal here into believing she 
killed Thorndike, and little Rollo 
helps her do away with the body. 
That stunk like fish, too. He’s 4 
great little helper, though. He’s 
going to help you up to the Bronx 
to pinch Mr. Cecil Thorndike !’’ 

Nobles thought for a moment. 
“Okay, I’ll knock him off if he’s 
there, but whatta you mean mur- 


TYPEWRITER. 


Now for the first time 


PORTABLE 


IO 


ANNOUNCING AMAZING 


BARGAIN 


g A DAY 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


1G eeoueron 


@ Positively the greatest portable typewriter bargain ever offered! 


emington, world-famous manufacturer, 


offers a NEW purchase plan... only 10¢ a day buys this latest model 
machine! Not a used or rebuilt typewriter. Not an incomplete ma- 
chine. A beautiful brand new regulation Remington Portable. Stand- 


log! 


or stories 


Many ft 


ristmas, or 


f the family. 


Money making oppor- 
tunities always open 


Hundreds of Jobs arg walting for 

eopla who oan type. A typewriter 
oles pat your iddas on paper In 

cal, lmpreesiveform..belpsyou 
write clear, un. 
doratandable 
galea reports, 
Jettera, articles, 
Afi 

eminglon Port. 
able has etarted 
young 
Man and eoman 
on (he rasd to 
snerexs. 


A Gite for Every 
Member of the Family 
Xf sou want a gift for birthday, 


that can ve used # 
Pe and profit by every member 


CLIP COUPON NOW 


ard 4-row keyboard; Standard width 
carriage; margin release on keyboard; 
back spacer; automatic ribbon reverse; 
every essential feature found in stand- 
ard typewriters! 


ACT...WHILE LOW PRICE 
HOLDS GOODI 


New wage scales in our own factories, and 
in the factories of the companies which 
make our materials, point definitely to 
higher prices. Stocks of machines on hand 
make possible the present unbelievably low 
cash price on this machine. Everything 
Points to higher prices. We cannot pos- 
sibly guarantee this low price in the face 
of constantly rising costs in every one of 
our departments. So we say...‘‘Act fast!” 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER 


You can try this machine for 10 days without 
risking one penny of your money. ‘ot even 
shipping charges. Seyd for complete details 
on this most liberal offer. Get attractive new 
catalogue illustrating and describing the 
many Remington models available on unusu- 
ally low terms. Clip coupon today t 
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raduation... one 
other, Sister or 
c¢ and appreciate 

-.- give a Bem 
Ie'athe one gife 
h both pleas. 


| REMINGTON RAND INC, DEPT. 276A-10, 205 E, 42nd St., N.Y. G. 
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Buying 8 typewriter isn’t like 
buying a guit of clothes. Many 
Remington portables, seeing 10 
years of hard service are still in 
active use. When you buy...buy 
& machine with every standard 
feature. The Remington No. 5 
isthe most compactand durable 
portable ever built includes all 
essential standard typewriter 
features. This beautiful machine 


Specifications... 


The Mouel § Includes every esson. 
tla! feature found in standard type 
writers. It has standard t-row key. 
board, Complete visibility. Standard 
width carnage for long envelopes. 
Carriage return lever of exception. 
al design for easy and rapid opera- 


TYPING COURSE 
When you gt your new Rem- 
fngtan_No. 5. you will get wit! 
it... ABSOLUTELY EE... 
a 1 pege course in typing. It 
aches the Touch Byetem, » 
tis eimply written and wel 
tlous are eusy as A. 


Freon, child or grown-up, 


“EVERY ESSENTIAL FEATURE 
found in Standard Machines 


da up. work, 
illustrated. Instruo- 
.B. ven a child can unders 
atand this method. A little study ond the average 
omes faacinated. 
‘oilow this course during the MDAY FRE: 


FREE TRIAL 
OFFER 
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represents the height ofeconomy 
...uBequalled economy in first 
cost... unequalled economy in 
service, 


It is today the best volue ever 
offered in typewriter bistory... 
and that sistement comes [ram 
the company thathnsccnstar.tly 
made \ypewtiter history. Buy 
now. It is areal barga:n offer. 


tion. Margin release on the key. 
Loard. Automate ribbon revere, 
Backspacer. Pwocolor nbbonshift, 


Variable jing spacer. Adjustablo 
margin stops. Auto set Paragraph 
Key (one of the mast useful features 
tound on any typewriter’. Weight 
Li tbs. 1302. Fugnished vith Plea, 
or Elite type. 


TRIAL OFFEL that we give you on your type 


writer. At the end of that time, 
able todasb off letters faster than wit 


fybulit of Sply weeds 


Pp . 
ered with heavy DuTont tab- 


vic. Top is removed in one motion, leaving maching 
Qrmiy attached to hase. Oan be used auywhere.., 


on knees, In chair, on trains. 


mingto 
205 E, 42 St., N, 


Name 


Address S 


you should be 
pon and ink. 


Please tell me how I can buy a new Remington Portable typewriter 
for only 10¢ a day, Also enclose your new catalog. 


Ci} $$ State ________— 
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SPICY DETECTIVE STORIES 
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(Continued from page -126) 


It is the belief of the publishers 
of Spicy Detective Stories that 
such refinement has been carried 
to a point where it has approached 
sterility. 

The policy of detective story 
publishers of barring all love 
stories, all depictions of human 
emotions, as soniething extraneous 
in the presence of the all-engross- 
ing problem (which 1s like a prob- 
len. of mathematics) is a short- 
sighted business. 

e 


For that reason, you will find in 
Spicy Detective Stories a return to 
the old theories. You will find your 
detective story, but you will find 
it all bound up ina human storv—a 
story of love and romance, moti- 
vated by the real essentials of hu- 
man conduct. 


Asthma Was 


Got Immediate Relief! 
Seventean Years Later—“‘Still 
Enjoying Splendid Health’’ 


December 8, 1916.—“I had asthma for 17 years. 
I coughed most of the time and couldn't rest, day 
or night, I tried everything, but grew so weak I 
could hardly walk across the room. After taking 
one bottle of Nacor, I could do most of my house- 
work. That was 8 years ago. I am still feeling 
fine, with no sign of asthma.’’"—Mres. Mary Bean, 
R. 3, Nashua, Iowa. 

July 31, 1933.—“I continue in good health and 

am still praising Nacor. I have no signs of 
asthma.'’'—Mrs. Mary Bean. 
FREE-—No need to suffer asthma torture when 
blessed relief can be yours. For years Nacor has 
helped thousands. Their letters and booklet of 
vital information sent FREE. Write to Nacor 
ecenne Co., 208 State Life Bldg., Indianapolis, 
nd, 


der? I can’t pinch him for killing 
hisself, specially if he’s alive 
now!”? 

“Tech! Tch!’? said Johnny gor. 
ly. ‘‘How about that eab driver, 
Cohen? You know you found his 
body in Flushing and his eab in the 
Bronx? Well, lookee! I found hig 
badge outside that cabin on the 
bay. Smollett here probably rode 
back to town with the great Soren- 
son, picked up another eab and 
went back for Thorndike. Of 
course they smacked the poor cab- 
by on the sconce—yjust in ease. Ask 
Thorndike when you pinch him— 
or this lug here.’’ 

Smollett turned his head away 
and groaned—his face drained of 
color. 

At the door on the way out 
Nobles turned at Johnny’s voice. 
The httle columnist was bathing 
Niva Sorenson’s face with a towel. 
“Would you mind calling me in the 
morning about eleven? I have to 
be in the office around noon.”’ 

“Why don’t you leave a call. 
simple mind?’’ 

‘‘Here? Leave a call in a swell 
joint like this? My! my!’’ 

The white shapeliness of the 
sereen star stirred beneath his 
ministrations. Nobles grinned en- 
viously, closed the door. 

‘And don’t forget that hundred 
grand,’’ Harding’s voice came to 
him, ‘‘I won’t have time to worry 
about it. I’m a busy man.”’ 


Watch for further stories 
of the little columnist, 
JOHNNY HARDING! 
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radio enthusiasts afe gaye 
ing: *“Have you seen the new 184 
tube, 6-band, Acoustic-Tone V- Spread Mid- 
west?"' It'sanimprovement over Midwest's” 
16-tube set, so popular fast scason, This 
amazingly beautiful, bigger, better, more 
powerful, super selective, 18-tube radio 

.«i8 not obtainable in retail stores... 
but is sold direct to you from Midwest 
Leboratories at a positive saving of 30% to 


PUSH-BUTTON TUNING 80 A 


Now, offered for first time! 
Simply pushing Silencer Button 
hushes set between stations . .. 

e pressing Station Finder 
'urton automatically indicates 
proper dial position for bring- 
ing in extremely weak stations. 


Full-Seope High Fidelity 
-- Split-Hair Selectivity 


Now, get complete range of audi- 
Ve frequencies trom 30 to_ 16,000 
vyeles as being transmitted by four 
new [ligh Fidelity Broadcasting 
“ations — WIXBS — WOXBY — 
Xi —and W6XAL. Bring in 
tant, weak foreign stations, with 
L loud speaker volume, on chan- 
s adjacent lo powerful locals. 
Acoust!-Tone 
V-Spread Design 
(Pat. Pending) 
Send for FREE 
40-page catalog 
illustrating new 
1936 Midwest 
models and chas- 
sis in fourcolors. 
Full Scope High 
Fidelity Console. 
at left, shows 
dispersing vanes 
and exclusive V- 
frone that propel 
High Fidelity 
waves uniformly 
to the ear. 
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tubes . 
Fidel-A- 


price! 
of radio 
type of 


MIDWEST RADIO CORP. 


CINCINNATI 


DEPT, 32-D 
I a) 


Midwest's brilliant 
scores of advanced 
Only Midwest tunes ag low as 414 meters 
and as high as 2400 meters . 


-V-spread design . . . pre-aged adjustments ... . 


See pages 12 to 20 in FREE catalog. 


Six-bands . . . offered for first time! 
HandU. 
the equivalent of six different radios . 
wave bands not obtainable in other radios at any 
Now, thrill to new explorations in sections 


Europe, Asia, Africa and Australia is now yours, 
Send today for money-saving facts! 


07 6y BUYING YOUR RADIO ahi feom_ MIDWEST 
Torrous New At 


Outperforms $250 sets. Approvedby 
bk Nan. O00 customers. Before you buy any 
radio, write for FREE 40-page catalog. Neve 
er before so much radio for so little money. 
Why pay more? You're triply protected 
with: 1-Year Guarantee, Forcign Recep- 
tion Guarantee and Money-Back Guarantee. 
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erformance made possible by 
eatures, many of them exclu- 


(cess vuers) § 


TERMS AS Low 


METAL 
This Midwest is fur 


glaes-metal counterpart 
are designed to accept 
tubes, without change. 


Delighted With Si 
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for tone,  sclectivity, 
ease of tuning and wi 
Je is great entertain 


Praises World-' 
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\ beats theirs in price 
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. push button tuning . . 


bands . . . 18 
. acousti-tone 


Stat . . . Triple Calibration . . . ete. 


E, A, L, M, 
. « make this super deluxe 18-tube set 
» offer 


spectrum that are strangers to you. Evcry 
broadcast from North and South America, 


DEAL DIRECT WITH .- 


i ‘formance. It is amazi 
LABORATORIES Lo tive and brings in 
SAVE UP TO 50% Wa > Spain, etc. Jes full, 


, fading tone denotes § § 
* ity and advanced wo 


Wik k 
COUPO 

FREE 30-DAY TRI 
PAGE FOUR-COLO. 


Dept.32-D 
Moth 


No midWemen’s profits to pay — 
Yow buy at wholesale price direct 
» string 80% 
to 50. Incre axing costs are sure 
to result in higher ractio prices 
soon. Buy before the big advance. . 
NOW... while you can take advantage of Mid- 
west’s scnsationai values. You can order your 19:6 
Full Scope High Fidelity Acousti-Tone radio 
from the 40-page catalog with as much certainty 
of satisfactian as if you were to came yourselt to 
our, pene radio laboratari s. You save 30% 
ANG 30d FREE trial... as 
vost radio in your 
(Lot money back, 
20K. 
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